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	1. Chapter 1

**Sooooo...**

**Yeah, yeah, I've fallen into the Haikyuu fandom. I've actually had some OCs and a plot line for a fic for a while.**

**But I didn't want to be the first one to post an OC fic, so I waited.**

**But now there are two out, so I can post this now! :D**

* * *

><p>Her hair was unruly and wavy, frizzy from the outside humidity - it looked as though she had attempted to tame the locks of red with a straightener before she'd left her house to come to this gymnasium, though, after being attacked by the mugginess of the air, her tresses had sprung back up.<p>

Though inside now, she still wore big, bulky sunglasses, and carried an even bigger, bulkier purse on her exposed freckled shoulder. The purse was heavy and packed to the full, as if she'd taken the whole contents of her room and shoved them into the bag; when she walked, it rattled from inside, a sound of keys and chargers and make-up.

Finding the three boys she was looking for, she plopped down in a seat behind them, the sound of her purse announcing her arrival.

"I thought you weren't coming." remarked one of them, a dark-haired boy, without turning from the match taking place below.

"Well, I didn't have anything to do today, and mom wanted to take a nap, so here I am." she said, sitting her jeweled purse in her lap, beginning to dig through it, apparently searching for something, "Ugh, where is my _chapstick_-"

The youngest of the three boys turned and faced her with a loud scoff. "How could you possibly find anything in that?! What do you carry around with you, your couch?!"

She plucked a tube from the bottom of her purse, purple and just a little melted. "Tanaka, shut it! You won't be saying that later when you're hungry and want some snacks! Hey, Daichi, want some gum?"

The dark-haired boy shook his head. "I'm fine, Mayumi." he said, and she nodded, applying her chapstick, throwing it back into her bag before beginning to search for something else.

"Hey, hey, what about you, Suga?" she questioned, looking up to the third and last boy.

"Ah, no thank you, Mayumi." responded him, glancing back to her briefly, and she shrugged her shoulders, pulling out a green packet, working to pull the gum from its wrapper.

"Fine, fine. Don't say I never offered you any." she said, tossing the wrapper into her purse, standing with the smell of spearmint.

Tanaka paused for a moment before speaking, pointing a finger to Mayumi. "Are you not going to offer me any?!" he snapped, and she gave an offended noise from the back of her throat.

"Offer you _what_? A spot on the couch I have in my bag?!" she asked, laughing at her own joke, going to stand beside Sugawara, turning to watch the tournament.

Sugawara tapped the side of his own head to remind her of her bad habit, and she hesitated, reaching up to push back up sunglasses to hold up in bangs, revealing brown eyes lined in black.

As Tanaka dug through her purse to find the packet of gum, she pointed down to the gym floor. "Hey, what teams are they?" she asked, fixing a strap of the peach colored tank-top she was wearing.

"Yukigaoka and Kitagawa." Sugawara said, looking to her, and she nodded.

"Yukigaoka - ah, they seem really tiny, don't they? Aren't volleyball players supposed to be tall, Suga?" she asked, though seemed to become uninterested in the question, barely giving the boy a chance to answer before beginning to speak once again. "Awe - Kitagawa just scored a point! Well, that's hardly fair, Suga. Look at how big they are, compared to that boy on Yukigoaka."

Tanaka appeared behind her, chomping loudly on the gum he'd managed to find, working to open a bag of Cheez-Its that had also been in her purse. "You just like Yukigoaka because their Captain looks like you." he said, popping his gum as he ripped open the bag, a few crackers falling to the floor.

Mayumi frowned at that, looking back to Tanaka. "Suga, Suga, which one is the Captain?" she asked, shaking Sugawara's arm by the elbow, though it was Daichi to reply.

"That one right there. The wing spiker." he said, and Mayumi looked to Sugawara for emphasis, saying, _"Daichi, I have no idea what that is. Suga, Suga, which one?"_.

"See the one right there? Wearing the number one jersey, Mayumi." said Sugawara, pointing, and she nodded her head, her hand raising to her hair, attempting to smooth a strand out.

"I look nothing like that!" she objected with an indignant pop of her gum, and her and Tanaka continued to fight this out for most of the remainder of the match, Cheez-Its getting thrown and caught in her frizzy waves.

With the match called, Mayumi gave a pitiful look to the scoreboard, adjusting her sunglasses on her head. "Ah, that's too bad. They cared a whole lot, too, you could tell." she said with a shrug, Tanaka picking a cracker that blended in with her hair, popping it in his mouth. "I don't normally feel bad for the losers, but, did you see that small one? Rolling around in the court to try to stop the ball."

"Stop acting like that, it's weird, you little demon." said Tanaka, and she rolled her eyes, shaking her hair out for any left over Cheez-Its.

"Shut up, Tanaka."

"_'King of the Court,' _huh..." said Sugawara, and Mayumi stopped to look up to him, adjusting her sunglasses once more.

"He's going to be a difficult opponent when he starts high school." Daichi remarked, looking down to the teams lined up on the court below.

Tanaka shifted, shoving the now empty bag of Cheez-Its to the bottom of Mayumi's unattended purse. "My money's on that little guy." he said, getting shoved away from the bag by Mayumi, who picked it up and slung it over her shoulder.

Giving another glance to the court, her gum snapped out from between her lips in a bubble, and Mayumi paused for a moment before turning to catch up with the three boys who'd already walked away.

* * *

><p>Her face was a chubby pale, as if only her body had progressed through puberty; cheeks were dusted with little brown stars known as freckles, spreading across her tiny, round nose. Her brown eyes were narrow and small, lined in black and decorated with a gray color of eye shadow, her eyelashes thick and black with mascara. Wild red hair reached just below the area of mid-back, though is was not as Rapunzel-ish as the long hair of girls' was always heard of being: her ends were split, in dire need of a trimming, her wavy locks frizzy and out of control.<p>

She carried a bucket in one hand, dragging a mop in the other, muttering underneath her breath as she walked down the hallway - she was obviously attempting to make it appear as if she needed help carrying the bucket, for she leaned to one side as she walked, her arms heavy.

_"I hate this..." _she grumbled, loud enough for those she passed by to hear, _"Kagome harasses a first-year and _I _get blamed...!"_

She heard the fast steps of someone running through the halls behind her, and hoped it was someone coming to swoop the heavy bucket of water from her arms, though she knew it was not.

_"She just wanted to be friends with him... and he goes and _reports _us! Why wouldn't he want to become friends with an upperclassman? First-years are weird..."_

Those rushed footsteps dashed past her, and she swayed on her feet, water sloshing from the bucket she was carrying - she opened her mouth to snap at them, to tell them to come back here and clean up this puddle of water that she was _also _going to get blamed for, though paused just as the air had filled her lungs, staring after the blur of red and orange.

_"She turns me on when she ignores me!"_

"Oh, look - Mayumi, have you already gotten in trouble?" questioned Daich, the first one to spot her, smiling at her with a joking air, and she turned towards him.

"Good - we already have someone to clean the gym!" snickered Tanaka, and she was broken from her thoughts, swaying the bucket in her hands.

"Shut up, Tanaka - this will be the only time this year, I'll make sure of that!" she snapped, and the boy laughed.

"Yeah, okay - that's what you said last year!" he taunted, and her grip tightened on the mop, Sugawara working the bucket out of her hands before more water managed to spill from it.

"What did you do this time?" chuckled Daichi, and she swung the mop around in objection.

"Ah-ah-ah, I didn't do anything! Kagome was trying to talk to a first-year and recruit him for our Art club, and he went and _reported _us!" she said, her shoulders squaring, and Tanaka rolled his eyes.

"Was _recruiting _all that was going on?" asked Sugawara, holding onto the bucket for her, and Mayumi's face grew red, her freckles getting lost.

"Or were you _'taking his pictures for the yearbook'_?" asked Daichi, and Tanaka added on, "Or trying to get him to carry all you paintbrushes and crap?"

"No, no, _no_!" she said, hitting the mop onto the floor, "We just wanted to become his _friend_, but apparently making friends isn't _allowed_ at Karasuno-"

"I though Kagome was trying to recruit him, not _become his friend._" said Daichi, and Mayumi stumbled over her words, all three boys laughing at her.

"You know - I could go switch punishments with Kagome, and I could be cleaning up the choir room instead of the gym, but I thought you guys would want me-"

"Why would we want you?" interrupted Tanaka, and Daichi and Sugawara both had to cover their mouths to muffle their laughter.

"Well - whatever, then! Suga, Suga, give me that bucket, I'm going to the choir room!" she ordered, and Sugawara recovered, shaking his head.

"Ah - no, no, Mayumi, there's no need for that." he objected, not letting her take the bucket from him though she tried.

"Suga!" she protested, and, with one final tug, the bucket was yanked from his arms and fell to the floor, spilling over, splashing onto their shoes.

From down the hall, there was the echoing of a laugh that they recognized as Kagome's and the clack of heels as a teacher walked down the hall towards them, though, when Mayumi looked up to blame the three boys, they were all gone.

* * *

><p><strong>It seems like all the first chapters I post are crap and are always really, really short.<strong>

**But, yeah! This was just sort of an introduction chapter to work on Mayumi, you could say. There will be four(?) main characters that this will center on, Mayumi and Kagome included, the other two still needing to be introduced~**

**So, I hope everybody stays around for that! I didn't even mean to post this today, or ever, really, but here it is, so I hope you don't hate it!**

**(It'll get better, I promise, with a much better storyline than this chapter~)**

**I could use some feedback, if anybody wants to give it - thank you!**


	2. Chapter 2

**Here's to hoping this is longer (and better) than the first chapter.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own Haikyuu!.**

* * *

><p>She trudged down the hallway, swaying the mop and bucket around though she'd already been told not too. She was muttering underneath her breath, a mixture of curses about Kagome, for not switching her punishments, and about those <em>'damn volleyball boys' <em>for getting her not only an endless lecture but also another week of cleaning the gym.

Approaching the gym, she frowned at the two boys in front of her, blocking the door - they did not hear her over their own bickering, regardless of her complaining. She paused for a moment, waiting for them to move, and, when they did not, she swung the mop around.

"_Excuse me_!" she yelled, much louder than needed, and the boys stopped mid-sentence, turning to face her; they started, and Mayumi stared back, the boys unsure if she was scrutinizing them or just had very small, beady eyes.

When no one spoke, and no one moved out of anyone's way, freckled cheeks puffed out, copper-toned brows knitting together.

"What're you doing, standing out here?" Her voice sounded indeed very scrutinizing, as if they were lousy strays she'd found prowling through her trash.

The shorter of the pair jumped to attention, looking up to her, while the other's own eyebrows furrowed, inclining his neck downwards to look her in her tiny, narrow eyes.

Both this dark-haired boy and Mayumi popped their mouths open at the same time, though the girl beat him to the punch.

"Wait - you two are first-years, aren't you?" she questioned, and, when the smaller one gave a nervous, quick nod, she suddenly brightened up.

"Ah - _yes_! Nice to meet you, then: my name's Mayumi Hayashi, president of the art club, which would include your yearbook advisers. Are you planning on joining the art club?" she waited for no response, her words quick and well-rehearsed - when she opened her mouth, her front teeth appeared and drew the eye, bigger than the rest and bucked. "You should - it'd be great if we had some first-year representatives, too-"

_"Mayumi!"_

The two boys swiveled to the opened sliding door behind them, though Mayumi did not budge, except for perhaps the miniscule twitch in her buck-toothed smile.

"Stop trying to recruit them, demon girl, they obviously don't want to join your hipster cult!"

There was Tanaka, standing close behind Sugawara, as if expecting her to lash out with her mop and knowing Sugawara would hold her back.

However, she did not - instead, she just smiled at the smaller boy, too busy with the high of her club to bother with Tanaka at the moment.

"My Instagram," she began, sounding as if she were giving him her business card, "is Mayumi, underscore, of, underscore, the, underscore, opera. No capitalization. My Twitter and tumblr are the same, but I post mostly on Instagram. I have some yearbook photos from last year and some of my own work, as well as others in the club, so look at that if you're thinking about joining the club."

"Ugh, don't listen to her uncreative Instagram name!" snapped Tanaka from the doorway, and suddenly her artistic euphoria was gone, for her shot her head up, the mop swinging in her hands.

"Mayumi of the Opera is _not _uncreative! _You're _uncreative!" she snapped, barreling past the first-years and attempting to shove past Sugawara as well, though he held up his hands to stop her, and, for some reason, this managed to corral her back into the gym.

And, with that, the door slid shut, locking the two first-years outside once more, able to hear the yelling of, _"Do not talk to me like that, Suga, he called my Instagram name **uncreative**!"._

* * *

><p>As Mayumi's three hours of punishment came to an end, she counted down the second, and, as she hit <em>sixty<em>, she dropped the mop to the floor for Sugawara to pick up for her, gathering her bag together and going to sit at the side of the gym. When she sat the bag down, the contents spilled out, all color pencils and different graphite level pencils and a shading pencil - _"So many _pencils_!" _Tanaka had exclaimed, while Sugawara came to help her pick them up.

Not a moment later, two girls slid open the door - the taller of the two, a girl with a strawberry blonde bob, was carrying a camera around her wrist, swinging it around, the shorter scolding her.

_"My Istagram is circle underscore you underscore circle underscore you! I follow back!" _the girl was saying as the other shut the door behind them, locking out their response.

"How was the choir room?" she asked, glancing back to Sugawara, who had picked up an eraser she'd missed.

"I swear, they purposely leave all their water bottles in one corner of the room just to be dicks." said the girl with the bob - Kagome. "But I was able to get some pictures of the choir members before they left."

The other girl, with hair the color of a chestnut, grabbed the camera from around Kagome's wrist. "You are making me _crazy_, doing that!" she said, and Kagome laughed at her, even though the girl's one had was tugging at a long strand of thin brown hair.

"Are we ready to walk home?" asked Kagome, turning to face Mayumi, and the girl shrugged, looking around for Sugawara, who had gone over towards Tanaka.

"I don't know. Hey, you ready to head home, Suga?" she asked, though he did not get any room for a response.

_"Captain!"_

Kagome turned towards the door, her thin eyebrows pushing together - they were light, just barely noticeable. "Who are those two out there, _lingering _around the door? They were making Ayane nervous." she said, and the brunette swatted at her with her hand, Kagome giggling as she went to open the door for them.

_"Let us challenge you to a match!"_

Ayane was working the camera out of the small wristlet it was carried in, attempting to be ready for any yearbook-worthy photo, while Kagome still stood at the door, looking uncomfortable but curious.

_"The two of us against you senpais!"_

Mayumi approached, shoving the laughing Tanaka out of her way to get a better look down at them, and her brow furrowed - it appeared to be a habit all of the art club had, as far as all the others could tell.

"Are these guys for real?!" Tanaka guffawed, and, for once, he did not appear to be bothered by Mayumi's presence, aside from moving her slightly to the side.

_"One-two..."_

The flash of the camera went off against the backs of the volleyball teams' elders, scaring Ayane, who jumped.

_"We'll prove that we can cooperate as a team!"_

Tanaka doubled over, almost knocking Mayumi's back from her shoulder and spilling her pencils once again.

"I heard them say one-two..." said Sugawara, Tanaka's head popping back up.

"But I can't say I dislike these guys." he said, and Mayumi took a step back, muttering something to Ayane, who nodded and took another picture of the boys' backs, much less blurry then before, no flash going off - just the tiniest of a _click_, though the familiar sound drew Kagome's eye, who stepped away from the door to them. She looked down at the picture, pointing out the wrinkles in Tanaka's back from his laughing.

"And what if you lose?"

They looked up from their discussion of if they liked the photo or not -_ 'Should there be a filter?' 'Ah, maybe a black and white one, to show the contrast?'_ - to give their attention to this conversation, though it was not theirs.

_"We'll endure any penalty!"_

"They're very seriously about _volleyball._" whispered Ayane, and the other two girls nodded.

"Why are they even standing outside, anyway?" Kagome asked, repeating her previous question, and a collected shrug was shared between Ayane and Mayumi.

_"Hmm..." _the captain thought, and Ayane looked back down to the camera, attempting to zoom in on the first-years' faces through the space between one boy's shoulder and another's. "Then now's the time - there are two other first-year applicants besides you guys. It'll be a three-on-three match against them. We always play this game every year," - this was true, for it had been in the previous year's yearbook, the photos captured mostly by Mayumi - "just to see what the new members are made of."

_"But how does it become three-on-three?"_

_Click. _Ayane managed to get the face of the shorter first-year, though only him, the others face hidden by Tanaka's shoulder.

_"Who's our other team member?"_

"Tanaka. I want you to be on Hinata's side."

Mayumi rolled her eyes, muttering, _"Oh, I'm awfully sorry, poor boys, that you have to deal with him," _while Ayane made a mental note that this first-year's name was _Hinata._

"What? Me?" Tanaka asked, and Kagome leaned over, taking the camera from Ayane's hands, working to zoom into the other first-year's face from where she stood, appearing to lose interest in this conversation, knowing that Mayumi or Ayane could easily recap it for her if need be.

"You don't dislike them, right?"

"That doesn't mean I want to play with them!"

The camera clicked, and Kagome had to cover her mouth to hold back the face she'd caught the boy making - she saved it, before attempting to get another.

"I see. I thought you'd be the only one here who could discipline these troublemakers."

Mayumi rolled her eyes once more, flicking her bangs out of her eyes - perhaps she had found interest at first, though now she was fidgeting, shifting her weight from foot to foot, swaying from side to side.

_"Oh, well, then I guess it can't be helped!"_

The camera clicked just as Tanaka raised back up, cutting off the view of the first-year, and Kagome's mouth went round in agitation.

_"I'll do it!"_

Tanaka jumped down the steps, patting one roughly on the back, and Kagome managed to get a picture of that - Mayumi leaned over to see it, and she nodded her head in approval, mouthing, _'That's nice. I want to use that for a page.'_.

_"Aren't you glad?!"_

"And, if you lose the match, as long as we third-years are here, Kageyama will never play setter."

"Well, that sounds serious." whispered Ayane; Mayumi reached across her, taking the camera from Kagome, beginning to look through the attempted pictures of Kageyama.

_"That's it?"_

"Maybe it's not that serious." Kagome said to Ayane, and the two shared shrug, the third girl being to busy with the camera to either correct or agree with them.

"That's because our team can't win with a self-centered setter. A guy who banks on his skills, but loses." said Daichi, and Ayane's mouth went into an oval - she appeared to think this was serious as well, though Kagome raised her hand in an attempt to hide her chuckling.

"What's the matter? I'm not ejecting you from the club."

Mayumi's hand fell, the camera dangling from her wrist, "Oh, my _God_, this is taking too long." she whispered, swinging the camera around before stopping, clicking her finger away on the button.

"You'd be good in other positions, too, wouldn't you?"

_"I'm a setter!"_

The clicking turned towards this boy - Kageyama - before Mayumi dropped her hand once again at the glance Sugawara had sent her way.

"Then win. You're here because you think you can win by yourself, right?"

_"I... I'm here, too!"_

Ayane took the camera from Mayumi, sliding it into its wristlet, while the other girl spun around in circles, appearing to be attempting to amuse herself.

"The game will be Saturday morning."

_"I-I'm here, too!"_

Mayumi stopped her spinning when Ayane placed a hand out to stop her, and the girl stumbled before she up-righted herself. _"Saturday," _repeated the girl to her softly, _"we'll have to be here early to make sure we get pictures. Kagome, did you hear me?"_

_"Listen up! Tanaka-senpai's gonna teach you a lesson-"  
><em>

When his collar was grabbed and the boy was yanked back inside, the three girls jumped back eagerly, glad to see that this conversation appeared to be over with.

_"Understood?"_

With the door slid shut by Sugawara, Mayumi began to bounce on her heels, impatient, and, when Sugawara walked right on past her, her brow furrowed in annoyance.

_"Are we being a little too hard on those guys?..."_

"That's true. You're stricter than usual, Daichi-san."

This seemed no good to calm the girl, who swung herself around, going to walk around the gym - the other two girls were unsure of what else to do aside from follow her.

"Hey, hey, I was thinking about this earlier, when I was mopping. Look here, Ayane." Mayumi pointed towards a blank section of the gym wall, pausing in her steps, and the brunette girl stepped towards the brick. "It's so empty. Maybe we could paint something here?"

Kagome laughed, "I don't think that's allowed, Mayumi. You'll probably just have to scrub it off."

"Well, no, stupid! I'd get permission first. And think about it - we could make something for the boys, like maybe..." she paused to think, looking up to the wall, and, when she did, Ayane took over.

"They'd probably want crows painted." she said, and a collected shiver past through both Mayumi and Kagome.

* * *

><p><em>"Oh, yes!"<em>

Hearing that, Mayumi rose her chin from her palm, giving an annoyed groan.

"I am already pissed I am _still here, _and it does not make me happier to listen to him." she said, looking towards Tanaka from her spot on the floor.

_"Morning practice is at seven A.M. tomorrow, right?"_

"What is he even doing?" questioned Kagome, and Mayumi gave an exasperated shrug of her shoulders in response.

_"Of course, but why did you ask that all of a sudden?"_

_"Oh! Uh, well..."_

"He's just a little stupid." responded Ayane, and Mayumi snorted, "Yeah, just a _little_."

"- Was the dean's wig undamaged?!"

_"Hey, stop talking about that!"_

Though it appeared to be too late, for the girl's attention was already drawn - she turned to face Tanaka, her head cocked.

"The dean's _wig_?!" laughed Kagome, "Oh, my God, how did we miss that? It would of been perfect for a yearbook page."

"Suga, Suga, what is he talking about?!" Mayumi exclaimed, looking to the other boy, "What happened with the dean's _wig_?!"

_"I was not talking to you, demon girl!"_

_"Suga, Suga, why won't you answer me?!"_

* * *

><p>With the others heading down their opposite roads, it left only Mayumi and Sugawara - the girl appeared barely able to walk in a straight line, always wandering to the side and bumping shoulders with Sugawara, though he had seemed to grow used to it and not mind.<p>

"How long do you have to clean the gym for dropping the bucket?" he asked as they were walking, and she hip-checked him; he was unsure if by accident or purpose.

"Um, it was not me - you let go, and so did I." she responded, looking to him, and he chuckled, "But, a week of cleaning. Thanks."

He smiled, "Anytime." he said, and, though she was expected to begin to yell, she instead smiled back.

They stopped in front of a house, and Mayumi looked back to him as she opened the gate. "Bye, Suga. I won't be able to walk with you guys tomorrow - I have to meet Peinto-sensei to talk about some yearbook pages before seven." she said, and he did not appear to catch that she was lying, for he smiled and nodded.

"Alright, Mayumi. I'll see you tomorrow at school, then." he said, and she nodded in agreement, offering a wave to him to which he returned.

She let the gate swing shut behind her - Sugawara made sure it was closed behind her - and, as she walked up the porch to her door, Sugawara headed to his home beside hers.

* * *

><p><strong>Ehhhh. Very iffy on this chapter. It started good and then kind of went downhill.<strong>

**But I'm glad I'm getting positive feedback for this! :D**

**akagami hime chan: I know - I'm really surprised there are so few OC stories! She only briefly met the two in this chapter, so it's not really shown how she'll act around them, but it'll show soon! :3 And I haven't really decided who everyone's going to be with, yet - I have some ideas, though nothing's set in stone yet!"**

**callionope: Haha, I'm not sure who she's going to be paired with yet! (And I love Suga with Kiyoko! :D) Mayumi is a second year, though that hasn't been said yet xD Thanks, I'm glad you enjoy it! :D**

**Kunieda: Ah, I'm glad, thank you for reviewing! :D Here's the next chapter! :3**

* * *

><p>The picture had just been finished uploading, the little green bar filled - it was posted by a mayumi_of_the_opera, the hashtags consisting of <em>volleyball; crows; karasuno; yearbook; black&amp;white. <em>That photo of the boys' backs, filtered with a black-and-white, had indeed looked as nice as Mayumi had thought it would of - it was a nice way to start off the year, she figured, as she tagged circle_you_circle_you as well as a username of colored_pencils_and_pens.

Just as she exited out of her app, a text message appeared across the top of her phone - _Tanaka._

She rolled her eyes, opening it, leaning back in her chair.

_'hey. be at the gym, seven oclock.'_

She typed back, her gold nails hitting her screen at an annoying tempo.

_'Well, duh, idiot.'_


	3. Chapter 3

**Disclaimer: I don't own Haikyuu!.**

* * *

><p>They had been friends since their childhood years - Mayumi's mother had been close to Sugawara's, and, at hearing Sayaka Hayashi's little girl was soon enrolling in the local elementary school, Mama Suga picked up little second-grader Koushi and put him in charge of watching over baby Mayumi.<p>

She was a demon from the beginning, he remembered.

He had to often stay over at the school for an extra hour or two while Mayumi served her after-school detention; it was mostly for drawing on desks and skipping her classes, though he recalled that she had once gotten suspended for punching a boy in her class in his nose for asking if she was dating _'that upperclassman who waited outside their class for her'. _(Looking back on it, Sugawara thought perhaps the boy she'd punched had been Tanaka.)

However, he supposed having this girl as a friend had its perks (though they were few, if he were being honest) - she was scarily good as giving advice, considering her own bad choices, and would often drop everything if it meant the chance to share some of her 'wisdom' - Sugawara recollected the previous year when she'd skipped her last class of yearbook (with Peinto-sensei's blessing, of course) to walk around the school with Sugawara, to discuss the stress of his volleyball club. (_"Pick your head up, Suga!" she had exclaimed, freckled face red and voice breathless, "And you give me that smile of yours right now!"_)

Plus, being editor-in-chief for the yearbook, the volleyball team was a large portion of the sports' pages. (And, of course, no one protested her choices, knowing of their president's fiery temper.)

Here she was, wasting ten years of friendship by _lying _to poor Suga?

_"Boom, boom, boom, clap!"_

Mayumi awoke with a start at her phone's ringtone - she lifted her head, still groggy from her dream, and reached across to her bedside table, yanking it from its charger.

"Hello?" she snapped, and there was a loud scoff on the other end.

"_Excuse me?! Wake up, little demon, you need to be up at the school soon!"_

_"Do not call me a demon, Tanaka!"_

_"There is no reason to yell so early in the morning!" _

"_You _are yelling at _me_!"

Tanaka guffawed at her, his voice booming on the phone. "Whatever, little demon! I will be at your house in a half an hour, be ready!"

"But - that doesn't give me enough time! I still have to put my contacts in-"

"_Ah, ah, ah, _I do not want to hear about _the little piece of plastic you put into your eye_-"

And, with that, he hung up.

She snickered, standing from her bed, tossing back red covers onto the floor, reaching to find her glasses on the table beside her, fitting them on her face, looking down to her phone.

A response from Sugawara from their previous night's conversation - _'Goodnight.' _he had said, and she hesitated, suddenly remembering her dream, and paused for a moment.

She supposed this was not the first time she'd lied to him - no, no, hardly the first, and most surely not the last.

She glanced round her room - the paint was barely visible underneath the many posters and art and photos adorning her walls. Photos spilled over off of a cork board, mostly of her, Kagome, Ayane, and the volleyball club (mainly Sugawara, of course); art from her previous years was hung up, some in frames and some not. Seeing so many eyes staring back at her, she suddenly felt judged, and glanced away, shuffling across the carpet of her room to her dresser, grabbing what she'd need for the day before escaping to the bathroom to get ready.

By the time Tanaka had shown up at her house, pounding on her door and more than likely making her whole street - _Suga, Suga, _she thought breathlessly - aware that he was on her porch.

_"Little demon, we do not have time for this!" _he was crying out as she rushed down her stairs, shoving a folder into her bag of pencils, her winged eyeliner uneven. She blew a kiss to the napping, long-haired cat that was napping on the couch before heading to the shaking front door, shoving it open.

"What're you doing?!" she hissed out, stepping onto the porch, and Tanaka took a step back for her, "Mom is still sleeping, stupid!"

"Well, _maybe_, if you had answered your phone the first six times I called you, this wouldn't of happened!" he snapped back to her as she closed the door behind them.

"I have gotten _zero _calls since the first time we talked this morning!" she barked, pulling her phone from her bag and showing him to prove it.

He snatched her phone from her hand, placing his hand to her head to hold her back when she attempted to grab for it back. "That wouldn't happen if-"

She shoved his hand away from her, jumping to take her phone back. "By the time we get to the school the first-years won't even be there!" she claimed, shoving it back into her bag, and Tanaka growled, however nodding his head, reluctantly agreeing with her.

"_Fine_!" he said, beginning to head down off the porch, Mayumi following after him. "We wouldn't be late if-"

"Oh, my _God_, this is why I walk with Suga every morning instead of you!" she suddenly snapped, wheeling her foot back and delivering a swift, unexpected to the back of his knee - the boy gave a high-pitched cry, collapsing in front of the gate.

_"You little demon!" _Tanaka accused from his spot on the pavement, though all Mayumi did was point and laugh.

* * *

><p>For the majority of the boys practicing, Mayumi sat in the corner: she began by fixing her eyeliner, and, once she deemed it worthy of being seen in public, she played on her phone, until a volleyball sailed across the gym and hit her in her shoulder. Her phone dropped from her hands, and Tanaka pointed and laughed as she had done earlier that morning.<p>

At that, she had stood, scooping up the volleyball and parading towards the laughing boy; she reeled her arm back and chucked the ball to him. It hit him in his shaved head, and he swayed, barely managing to stay on his feet. However, he was still laughing, rubbing his head and breathing out curses in-between.

She turned on her heel, and Hinata shrank back from her, though when she met his eye, he was surprised to see her smiling at him, teasing and joking.

She had gone back to her seat on the floor, adding in her own little comments here and there-

And then the door opened.

_"Morning practice, huh? I knew it."_

She jumped up, just as Tanaka wheeled on her, face accusing.

"Did you tell him?!" he snapped, and she set her shoulders back.

"What?! _No_, of course I didn't tell him!" she snarled, turning to Sugawara in the doorway, clasping her hands together, "Ah, _Suga_, I'm so sorry I didn't tell you!"

He laughed, shaking his head, stepping in and sliding the door shut behind him. "No, no, it's fine!" he assured, "I heard Tanaka this morning on your porch, anyhow. Not to mention how he was acting so weird yesterday." he turned to Tanaka as he sat down, beginning to tug off his shoes to put his others on. "You're always barely on time, but you voluntarily asked to be in charge of opening the lock."

"Oh! - Ah..."

Mayumi faced Tanaka, sticking her tongue out, standing behind Sugawara.

"Don't worry, don't worry! I won't tell Daichi. This is like secret training, or something. It's kind of thrilling."

"Suga, you're such a _nerd_." said Mayumi as she helped the third-year up, though he only laughed in response, turning and clapping his hands together to signal it was time to begin once again.

Mayumi went back to her spot once Sugawara had told her to, paying attention for only a few moments before she went back to her phone, obviously already bored with all this - she was thinking of asking Sugawara if she could leave now when a ball came towards her once again. She saw it out of the corner of her eye, though her reflexes were too slow to make her jump out of the way in time - this time, it hit her in her face.

"... That came straight at you from the front."

"Oh, I'm _fine_, thanks for asking!" she cried out as she sat back up, pulling the ball back up into her lap.

"Tossing and attacking happen only if there's a reception."

_"I don't even know what that means. Why am I still here?" _Mayumi muttered to herself, slowly beginning to stand.

"Which you're too slow to even do, so don't talk cocky. For the three-on-three match this Saturday, I'll make every effort to give Tanaka-san all the tosses."

That dark-haired boy suddenly turned to her, and, regardless of all her complaining, she suddenly froze up, watching as he crossed the gym to head to her.

"Let Tanaka-san do the attacking."

Their eyes met, and Mayumi became aware that her eyeliner must of been messed up when the ball had hit her, and that that was why the boy seemed so fixated on her.

"You do your best not to get in our way."

He reached her and held his hands out expectantly; she cocked her head stupidly, looking down to his hands, before she realized he wanted the ball she still had held in her hands. After a moment of confusion, she thrusted it out to him, and he took it from her without so much of a nod-of-his-head in acknowledgement.

"When I can receive satisfactorily, you'll send me tosses, too?"

She hesitated at this voice, glancing over Kageyama's shoulder to the other first-year, watching him, her eyebrows drawn together.

"I'll toss to anyone who's essential to winning. Right now, I don't think you're essential to winning."

Though she tried to hold it back, Mayumi gave a noise at the back of her throat in surprise at his harsh, blunt words, and briefly wondered if she always sounded so cold as well.

_No, no, not all the time, _said a voice in her head, _Just most of the time._

_Like during finals, _said another.

_Or when the yearbook is about to be published, _said one more.

_Or a few minutes ago, _said herself.

"Nasty!"

At the sight of the first-year's face, she decided perhaps now was time for an attitude change, though she'd seem the same look on many underclassmen faces and told herself that many times, and she knew it was not going to happen.

"What's it take to toss him a few here and there?" questioned Sugawara, and she turned her gaze to him, her brow still furrowed - he caught sight of her gaze and the two exchanged looks.

"It's getting to be that time. We'd better clean up." said Kageyama before she could speak, and Mayumi decided that, _yes, _it was now time for her to leave.

"_Crap - hurry! Erase all the evidence!_" exclaimed Tanaka, and she turned to pick up her bag on the floor.

"Mayumi - help Tanaka get a mop!"

"What?! No, I don't have to clean until after school, Suga!" she announced, though, after a moment, she sighed, dropping her bag, deciding that this was _Suga _asking her, going to get a mop for Tanaka.

As she brought it over to him, she hesitated at the sight of the tiny first-year still standing there, and paused for a moment, looking over at him. She thought of going towards him, and her steps faltered in his direction, before Tanaka's voice calling for her pulled her back to him.

* * *

><p><em>"One, two, three, four-"<em>

_"Five, six, seven, eight."_

"This is bullshit!" exclaimed a voice from the corner of the gym, and it echoed off the walls, "I don't even know what the hell I am doing! _Suga_, am I holding the mop right?!"

"Oh, my God, he has had to of told you twelve times how you're supposed to _mop_, Mayumi!" snapped Tanaka, "We are trying to stretch!"

"You'd think after having to clean the gym all last year, she'd know how to hold a mop." snickered someone, and most of the team laughed, aside from Sugawara, who turned to look at her.

"I told you, Mayumi - move your left hand further up-"

"Ah, don't bother with her, Suga-san!" exclaimed Tanaka, "She is just trying to be difficult and make you do it for her like she always does!"

"_What_?! Suga, he's lying, I wouldn't _use _you like that!"

"Please! Now, you know she would!"

"I am getting real tired of your shit, Tanaka!" snapped Mayumi, dropping the mop and beginning to stomp over towards Tanaka, however she was held back by Daichi, who told her in her ear that he would make Tanaka run an extra lap or two if she'd go back to mopping.

"You can _do that_?!" she exclaimed, imagining herself barking at the members of her art club to run a lap around the school, and Daichi simply patted her head before sending her on her way.

* * *

><p>She stood with Sugawara and Tanaka as they yawned, waiting to go home, and, watching them, she could not help but to yawn as well.<p>

"You guys sound sleepy."

While Tanaka and Sugawara jumped and turned to face their Captain, Mayumi gave a whining sound, knowing this would mean there was a less chance of her going home and a bigger chance at Sugawara staying to talk.

"Oh, y-you think so? Maybe I studied too much."

"M-me, too. I studied..."

_"Nobody will buy that from you!"_

"Ah, yeah, I was with Suga, studying last night!" exclaimed Mayumi from the other side of Sugawara, and he turned to her next.

_"You, either!" _he said, and she gave a sincere, offended noise from her throat.

_"Excuse me."_

Daichi turned from the three of them, smiling. "Hey, you made it. These are the first-year students who'll be joining us. New club members were supposed to be introduced next week, but we're having a match this Satuday. That'll be the true test of your skills."

_"Pleased to meet you."_

Mayumi hesitated, already beginning to pull on a smile to invite them to the art club with, though, and she stepped out from beside Sugawara, she paused.

_"They're so tall, they're like... two Sugas stacked on top of each other." _she said in a side-way whisper to both Tanaka and Sugawara, and, while Tanaka laughed, it was Sugawara's turn to give a sincere, offended noise.

* * *

><p>When Tanaka and Sugawara paused as they were beginning to make their way home, Mayumi bumped into Sugawara's back, too busy looking down to phone to noticed they'd stopped.<p>

_"Sure, let's stop _once again _and talk a little bit more before we get home!" _she exclaimed, walking around to stand beside Tanaka, jumping slightly when a ball sailed past her head, barely grazing her cheek.

"... How much longer are they going to do this?" asked Sugawara, turning to Tanaka, and the boy gave an exasperated noise, raising his hand to rub at his face.

"Ah, who knows? I'm so sleepy I can't stand it. I don't understand how the little demon still manages to complain so much."

Mayumi rolled her eyes, recovering from her initial shock of the ball. "It wasn't even that early. Wusses." she claimed, and Tanaka wheeled on her just as another ball flew past her - she jumped once more, into Tanaka, and he stumbled backwards.

_"Hey, Kageyama!"_

Tanaka pushed her back, giving an annoyed huff, which she gladly returned.

"It's too dark to see clearly. Don't hit it so hard."

Mayumi turned back to the two first-years, watching them with a cock of her head, her eyes trailing over the dark-haired one, watching the way his shoulders heaved with every breath.

_"Sorry."_

Hinata jumped slightly and turned away from Kageyama, heading to go get the ball, though Mayumi was already there, holding it out for him.

He paused, looking up to her and uttering a brief, breathless, _"Thank you," _to her before turning away.

"All right - do that again!" he said to Kageyama, and Mayumi hesitated, resting her hands on her hips, wondering if perhaps it should be her to call an end to this or if Sugawara was.

* * *

><p>Mayumi stood next to Sugawara - it appeared as if perhaps she were doing her best to mimic his stance, her arms crossed over her chest, her bucked teeth lightly biting down on her lower lip. They were only slightly bigger than the rest, and they were not unattractive on her face, Hinata had decided one day previous of this training - they were white and straight, and he thought that there was a certain appeal to them that fit in with her baby-face.<p>

From behind them, the door slid open, though, for once, Mayumi did not falter, keeping her eyes staring ahead, wondering, if she brought in a pad of paper and began sketching out the practicing first-years, if they would be offended.

"How long have they been at it?..." asked Tanaka, walking up from behind them, and Mayumi finally turned away to look across Sugawara at him.

"It's been fifteen minutes since Mayumi and I got here." responded Sugawara for them, glancing at Tanaka only briefly.

"Fifteen minutes straight?!"

Both Mayumi and Sugawara nodded their heads to him.

"_What_?!"

Turning back to the first-years, Mayumi hesitated, wrapping her arms loosely round herself, as if she found the gymnasium particularly chilly this morning. "Shouldn't we stop them, Suga? They're going to hurt themselves, sooner or later." she said, just the slightest bit of sympathy in her voice.

However, Sugawara did not get a chance to reply - Kageyama's hand reeled back and he hit the ball harder than before, Tanaka crying out.

"Wow, bad character! How's he supposed to get that?!"

"Hinata's athleticism has been amazing since junior high." began Sugawara, and Mayumi hesitated when the boy began to move across the gym, and she thought that there was no possible was he was actually thinking of getting the ball. "It's not just that, though. I feel like he has the fortitude to become a winner."

Hinata dived for the ball, and while Sugawara and Tanaka marveled over his ability to save it, Mayumi gave a distressed sound from the back of her throat, looking to Hinata instead of the ball in the air.

She reached out for Sugawara's sleeve, to shake it and ask him if all this was really safe for the first-years, though he brushed her off, not even bothering to look at her - she felt anger swelling in her, though was unable to show it, her attention getting distracted.

_"Kageyama tossed to him!"_

"Hinata is too worn out to spike it, though..." said Tanaka, and Mayumi turned back to the smaller boy, her brow furrowing together as he hauled himself to his feet, and she was suddenly glad she had not gotten Sugawara to intervene as his face brightened up, and he dashed across the gym to hit to ball over the net.

_"He sure can jump..."_

Watching him, she became one to marvel as well, her eyes widening, mascara-clad eyelashes hitting her eyelids.

_"He recovered from being that worn out... And look how happy he is!"_

"I think that meant something special to Hinata. We have the ball tossed by the setter - that's something we take for granted."

_"Hey."_

Mayumi was suddenly smiling as Kageyama walked over to Hinata on the floor, and Sugawara was surprised to see her lips quirked upwards when he glanced her way.

_"We're going to win tomorrow."_

_"O-of course we are!"_

Watching them, she decided that, yes, she was going to begin bringing a pad of paper to these beginning the next week.

Until Hinata began heaving on the floor, and she screamed, yelling at Sugawara that she was not going to clean that up.

* * *

><p><em>"So, what do you think about them?"<em>

Mayumi hesitated, looking to the boy that sat on her couch from the recliner she had her leg propped up in, her hands pausing as they began to rub in lemon-scented lotion.

"... About who?" she asked, though she knew who he was speaking of.

"The first-years." said Sugawara, his hand petting the long-haired cat in his lap, grey hair spreading on his lap from the overweight Maine Coon.

"Ah..." she mused, looking back to her leg, and rubbed in what was left of the lotion before taking a seat in the recliner, sitting down the bottle of lotion on the coffee table in front of them. "Well, they're rowdy, I suppose."

Sugawara gave a soft laugh. "You _suppose_." he said, and she laughed as well.

"Well," Mayumi began to amend, "no, they _are _rowdy. But that's okay. First-years are better that way." she said, moving from the recliner to the couch, beginning to scoop up the large cat from Sugawara's lap - it meowed in objection, and Mayumi rolled her eyes.

"Mr. Jingles, be quiet." she said, sitting the cat back down on her lap, and Mr. Jingles' attempts to escape from her arms back to Sugawara were useless.

"I guess you're right." Sugawara said, beginning to stand, before glancing down at her. "Would you like me to stay a little longer? Your mom's not home yet."

She shook her head, waving that off. "No, no, there's no reason too. She'll be home soon. She normally doesn't stay this late at the museum. They probably needed her for something." she said, standing from the couch to say her goodbyes to Sugawara.

"Alright, then. Call me if you need anything, Mayumi." he said, scratching Mr. Jingles' head before turning to look back down to her.

"Of course, Suga." she said, smiling at him gratefully, and she walked him to the door, putting Mr. Jingles along the way - he scurried back to the couch, jumping back up to it to lay down.

"I'll see you tomorrow morning. Do you want me to call you to make sure you're awake?" he asked her, opening the door and pausing then to look back to her.

"Please. Now, come on, Suga! You're letting in mosquitoes." she said, beginning to swat one away from her arm, and he laughed, nodding.

"Alright, Mayumi. Goodbye." he said, stepping out onto the porch.

"Night." she said back, and they exchanged waves before the door was shut and locked, Sugawara heading back to his house beside hers.

* * *

><p><strong>I need to start writing notes for this like I did Nostalgia because winging it is not really working~<strong>

**callionope: Haha, I'm glad you like them! :D This didn't really have a lot of the others, but, ah, the next will~! ^^**


	4. Chapter 4

**Disclaimer: I don't own Haikyuu!.**

* * *

><p>A blonde girl hid herself behind racks of magazines, the sunglasses - that she had borrowed from a friend - hiding her wandering, chocolate colored eyes. She wore a school sweatshirt that the clerk had seen many times throughout his days working at the Foothill Store, and therefore did not pay the young girl any mind as she rifled through the literature, never knowing how different she was than the other students of Karasuno High School.<p>

Feeling daring, she reached up with one hand and pushed up the sunglasses, her long eyelashes scraping against them, and began fanning herself with a magazine. She glanced over to the clerk once more, her eyes calling for his attentions, though her mouth never moving.

_"Suisen!"_

The magazine fluttered to the ground as the blonde girl gave a yelp, ultimately drawing the man's attention. The girl - Suisen - gripped at the racks, turning to her redheaded friend with a scowl.

"What, Mayumi?" she hissed underneath her breath, not wanting to embarrass herself anymore than she already had, and Mayumi rolled her eyes.

"You told me you'd only be in here for a minute! Come on, the match is about to start, we need to get going already." she grumbled, her voice still rough with sleep as she knelt down to pick up the fallen magazine.

"Just buy some juice already and let's go." she continued as she stood back up straight, beginning to flip through the pages, stopping at the make-up tips towards the back.

"Do you want anything?" Suisen called, halfway across the store.

"Yeah, please. Grab me a bottle of tea." she called back, glancing up to meet the staring eyes of the clerk, the two challenging each other to speak out.

"What kind?"

Mayumi was the one to break the stare, turning back to her magazine. "Peach." she said, closing the pages and shoving them into some random spot on the rack, going to meet her friend at the counter.

"Hey," Mayumi greeted with an inclination of her chin to the cashier, and he responded with one of his own, taking the money the girl had dug out from the bottom of her bag.

"Stop coming in here just to terrorize my store." he told her as she swept up the bottle of tea from the counter, Suisen stepping forward to pay for her juice.

"What're you talking about? I don't just terrorize the store, I buy something." she objected, holding up her tea.

"You come in here, pick up things, put them back where they don't belong, and then buy a tea and then leave. Like a tornado." he said to her, and her left eye twitched.

"I can go somewhere else and buy tea, old man." she said, and the two suddenly glared at each other, eyes narrowed, until Suisen intervened, waving her juice in Mayumi's face.

"Sugawara just texted." she said, and Mayumi turned reluctantly away from the clerk at the mention Sugawara, looking down to Suisen's phone she held out.

"You're lucky that Suga will be mad at me if I'm late, old man!" claimed Mayumi, pointing a challenging finger at the clerk, and he frowned at her as she marched for the door, Suisen waving to him as he left.

* * *

><p><em>"I'm back, volleybabes!"<em>

The doors swung open and what talking that was going on paused, the attention going to the blonde bombshell that had just appeared in the gymnasium.

"Daichi, Daichi, I've missed you so much!" she yelled across the gym to the Captain, and the boy gave a small smile, raising his hand to her.

"I've missed you too, Suisen." he said, and she clapped her hands together, heading towards him.

"Are these some of the first years?" she asked, glancing up to Tsukishima, though she suddenly turned away. "Yes, you seem very scary, and I'm going to avoid you for a little bit." she said, and Yamaguchi began to jump to his friend's protection, though Suisen reached forward, pinching the boy's cheeks.

"Oh, my God, look at how cute you are!" she said, her voice going up several octaves, her tone as if Yamaguchi were one of her puppies. She dropped his cheeks however as she caught sight of other first-years, turning to them.

She pointed to Kageyama, turning to Daichi and saying in a whisper that the whole gym heard, "You have so many scary first-years this year, Daichi!" and another boy laughed, which caused her to glance to him, and suddenly he shrank back.

"Now look at _you_! You're the size of-"

_"Suisen!"_

Tanaka came to the rescue of Hinata; he approached the girl, arms held wide, and she gladly agreed, holding hers open as well and the two embraced.

"Tanaka!" she cried, clinging onto the boy, "I have missed you the most out of all of the volleybabes!"

"Suisen!" he replied, "I'm so glad you're back! Nobody else will harass the little demon with me!"

As the two hugged, their eyes just slightly wet, Hinata cocked his head at the approaching Mayumi.

"Who is she?" he asked, unsure how to react to one of the girl's friends who did not hand out their Instagram username.

"Suisen." Mayumi responded, and, at the look Hinata gave her, she rolled her eyes. "She used to go here last year, but her parents made her transfer schools. It took her awhile to get back in Karasuno, but here she is." she said, unscrewing the top of her bottle of tea as she looked to the younger boy.

"Where's Ayane and Kagome?" called Daichi from across the room, and Mayumi turned towards him, the bottle of tea raised halfway to her lips.

"I told them not to worry about it - it's only a practice match, and we'll have enough pictures from your actual games to fill a whole yearbook." she said, taking a drink to empty the bottle, and she suddenly glanced around.

"Suga!" she called, looking just a little more than lost without the boy beside her, though he responded soon enough to relax her.

"Yes, Mayumi?" he said back to her, beginning to walk towards the girl, and she let out a soft breath that only those around her could hear as she turned towards him.

"Will you throw away my bottle for me?" she asked, and he nodded his head, taking the bottle from her. "Thank you, Suga."

Suisen and Tanaka pulled away from each other with their own loud sniffles, rubbing their eyes, clapping one another roughly on the back.

"Ready to see me kick their ass?" he asked her, and she smiled, nodding her head.

"Of course, Tanaka!"

"Are you gonna bet on me?"

"You bet." she responded, and she rose her voice. "Mayumi, I'm gonna bet on Tanaka's team, alright!"

The girl scoffed, crossing her arms over her chest. "I didn't want his team, anyway. Daichi, I'm betting on you, okay?!"

He smiled and nodded, stepping towards her, and the two shook on that.

* * *

><p><em>"He blew that big first-year out of the water!"<em>

Mayumi gave a loud groan from her seat on the floor, rolling her head to the side to look at Sugawara, calling to him. "Suga, make him put on his shirt!" she snapped, "It was only one point!" she continued, though she turned with a glare to the team she'd bet on.

From the other side of the court, Suisen laughed. "Ahaha! _Mayumi_, I like cookie dough ice cream!" she said, and Mayumi threw up her hands in aggravation.

_"Come on, come on, Daichi! She always gets a triple scoop when she wins and she knows I don't have enough money for that!"_

The whistle blew one they had calmed down, and Suisen was just leaning back on her hands to relax, watching the tiny first-year run across to the ball, and, when he jumped, her eyes went wide, and she turned her head up to watch - she suddenly wished she'd chosen to wear her glasses for the day instead of forgetting them at home, for she was beginning to grow cross-eyed, and, because of that, she was not exactly sure what had happened next, only knowing that, suddenly, the ball was not up in the air, but instead slammed down on the ground.

And, when the sound of the ball slamming down once more repeated itself, the wide-hipped, blonde girl cocked her head in confusion, giving the scoreboard a worried glance.

Mayumi clapped for Daichi, though suddenly went quiet at the conversation on the court; she looked to Suisen across the gym, though she was staring out to the net.

_"What's your problem? You haven't stopped getting in our faces since the other day. What's this 'king's toss'?"_

_"Don't you know why they call him 'king'?"_

Suisen suddenly stood from her seat on the gym floor, brushing her hands along her jeans to clean off imaginary dirt.

_"He's called that because he's so good that guys at other schools are intimidated by him, isn't that it?"_

At the laugh, Suisen gave a breath, straightening out the sweatshirt that she wore, Sugawara's attention being drawn.

_"I'm sure there are others who think that's why. However, his nickname of 'king of the court' was given to him by the guys of Kitagawa Daiichi. By the teammates of the king. What it means is... He's the self-centered king. The oppressive dictator." _

Sensing eyes on her, Suisen glanced towards Sugawara, however looked quickly away, knowing his look was scolding.

_"I heard rumors, but I was convinced when I saw that match. He got too oppressive, and had to sit out on the bench."_

When she was sure Sugawara's eyes were gone, she turned back to the court.

_"He doesn't set up quick hits. Is that because he's lost his nerve from the match?"_

When the boy stayed quiet, Suisen glanced to Tanaka speaking up, and was about to herself when she caught Daichi's words and shrank back.

_"Dude, you've been yammering too much."_

_"He made a toss, but no one jumped-"_

"You are right."

Suisen backpedaled, looking to the '_scary_' first-year, her glance pitying, however no one caught it, and she was glad.

"I made a toss, and no one was there. It's truly frightening."

_"But you were only in junior high, right?"_

Suisen sighed, falling back down onto the gym floor, snapping the ponytail holder she had on her wrist. She had never imagined a sports' club could have so much drama.

_"You toss to me just fine. It makes no difference to me."_

This is why she didn't join clubs.

_"The real problem for me is how I'm going to get past you!"_

At the snickering from Tanaka and Daichi, she allowed a small smile to grace his chubby face as well, though it fell at the _snap _of her hair tie breaking.

_"We'll win against Tsukishima, become official club members, and you will bravely play setter!"_

With no one looking, she threw the broken hair tie off to the side.

_"And you'll toss to me. What else is there?"_

Oh. No. Sugawara saw her out of the corner of his eye, she can feel him looking at her.

_"How pure and straightforward... and irritating."_

First-years were irritating, she thought to herself. So was Sugawara, for making her feel guilty, because now she was going to have to go find the broken thing and throw it away after this match.

When the boys all went back to their positions, Suisen hoisted herself up, trudging off to the corner of the gym to find her hair tie.

Doing so, she almost missed the scene behind her of Kageyama tossing to Hinata, and would have had Hinata's yell not made her jump.

Heading towards Sugawara, Mayumi caught sight of her and too stood, going to meet her at the boy as well.

"Here, stupid." Suisen grumbled, stuffing the broken ponytail holder into Sugawara's outstretched hand, and he smiled, accepting it from her with a nod of his head.

"First-years are so cute." said Suisen, ignoring the confrontation going on on the court. "But I wish I'd of brought a book or something. My phone's already dead."

Mayumi shrugged her shoulders. "I don't have my purse, either-"

_"Clearly, you're not cut out to be a spiker."_

Suisen's ears twitched, and she suddenly swiveled towards the court, though Sugawara caught both her and Mayumi's arms, just as Daichi did to Tanaka.

"He is, however, not a cute first-year." grumbled Suisen, and Mayumi nodded in agreement.

_"That's true."_

Mayumi tugged her arm from Sugawara's grasp with an annoyed sounding huff, crossing her arms over her chest.

_"Even when I was in junior high, I would jump and jump, but I kept getting blocked. Height is needed for volleyball. No matter how high I jump, I can't get past their overwhelming height. But... I know I want to become like that! So I don't care if I'm cut out for it or not. I'm going to do battle with this body, win and win, and be on the court as long as I can!"_

"What a cutie." Suisen mused to Mayumi softly, though her friend paid her no mind.

_"But you don't have what it takes. This isn't a matter of psychology. You can't make up for height with feelings. If you wanted to play libero, it'd be a different matter."_

_"Can I finally say something?" _asked Suisen, swiveling towards Sugawara, and, when he shook his head '_no_', she threw her hands up into the air in aggravation.

_"To break the wall in front of the spiker..."_

Suisen hesitated, turning back around to the court, and Mayumi's arms fell from her chest, her pouting slowly coming to an end.

_"... that's the setter's job."_

Suisen glanced around at the surprised faces of the volleyball players beside her, shrugging her shoulders. "I bet you," she said, "that'd be really cute if I knew what those were."

"Look at your stupid team." Mayumi finally spoke up as Kageyama dragged Hinata away from the net, flipping her hair over her right shoulder. "Making a stupid plan."

"Look at your stupid team." repeated Suisen, sticking her nose up in the air. "_Not _making a stupid plan." She rose her arm up in the air, waving to the other side of the court. "No offense, Daichi!" she called, and the boy waved back in an okay.

Mayumi scoffed. "Let's see whose stupid team is better." she said, and the two high-fived on it before heading to their respected side of the court.

The two girls plopped down, almost in sync, and turned to watch the match - when the ball flew past Hinata's hand, Mayumi clapped her hands over her mouth to muffle her laughter, pointing at Suisen with amused eyes, however, her humor came to an abrupt halt when she caught Sugawara watching Kageyama. She did not even smile when Hinata got himself caught in the net, though Suisen found that quite funny, sputtering and snorting.

_"You've got fast reflexes, so go like 'pah,' like 'gwah'!"  
><em>

_"Is it 'pah' or 'gwah,' which is it?!"_

_"You just don't get it!"_

_"Kageyame."_

Mayumi suddenly stood when Sugawara stepped forward, watching him pick up the ball before she went to stand a few feet beside the boy, her eyebrows knitted together in what appeared to be worry.

_"You're repeating what you did in junior high."_

When the first-yeah turned towards him and Sugawara hesitated, she stepped towards him, not wanting to look useless on the sidelines, showing him her concerned look.

"Hinata has the reflexes, speed, and the springing power. If he gets used to it, he can do fast attacks."

"But Hinata's weapon, which is his speed... your toss is killing it, don't you think? Hinata has no technique and no experience."

_"S-Sugawara-san!"_

"He's not an outstanding player who can match your ability - but his potential is tops."

_"D-don't call me a genius or anything. That's an exaggeration!"_

_"He never said that."_

"If you can do it..."

Mayumi seemed to sense the approaching change of behavior, for her head turned towards Sugawara, and she held out her hands to him.

_"You need to synch with Hinata's style, or his talent, or... Um!..."_

_"Suga-san, fight!"_

Mayumi grabbed at his arm, shaking him slightly. _"Suga, Suga, you're doing fine!" _she assured him.

_"You know, use them to your advantage. I'm a setter like you. I watched you in last year's match, and I was intimidated. By your extraordinary talent, your ball control, and most of all... by your ability to calmly detect your opponent's movements, and your power to make quick decisions."_

Mayumi hesitated at that, her grip on his arm loosening - this had been a discussion her and Sugawara had shared not long following that match she'd witnessed with them, and she'd thought she'd managed to help him through the doubt he'd experienced at the time.

Though apparently not.

_"I don't have any of those things..."_

"Suga-san, that's not-"

"Tanaka. Listen to what he has to say."

Mayumi turned towards Daichi at hearing his voice, and she too showed him she was troubled by furrowing her brow that not even his reassuring smile could fix.

"You have technique. You have overwhelming drive to win, and you have extraordinary awareness of your surroundings. So there's no way you can't see what your teammate is doing."

Mayumi watched the ball get tossed towards Kageyama, and she forced her eyebrows to straighten, not wanting Sugawara to see she was worried about him.

She watched the boy as his head swiveled towards Hinata, glad that he did not want to argue with Sugawara, for she had not wanted to beat the first-year up.

"I... I envy you athletic reflexes!"

_"Huh?"_

"But you waste your treasure, and that infuriates me."

_"Huh?!"_

From the corner of the gymnasium, Suisen was laughing.

"So I'm going to use all of your abilities."

_"... What?"_

"Use your highest speed. Use your highest jump. I'll bring the ball to you."

_"Bring the ball? What's that mean?"_

"Get to where there's no blocker at your max speed, and jump. Then spike with all you strength. You don't have to watch my toss. You don't have to synch with the ball."

_"What?! But if I don't see the ball, I'll spike at air."_

_"Maybe."_

_"Hey!"_

"But I want to try this."

"... All right."

Suisen began clapping, the sound echoing off the walls. "Yeah, alright! Come on, Team Cookie Dough! I'm not exactly sure what eighty percent of the words you just said meant, but I've got faith in you!" she called as they went back to their positions, and she glanced to Mayumi. "Oh! I'm pretty sure Sugawara just bet on my team, too." she said with a wink, and, in return, Mayumi flipped her friend off as she trudged back to her team.

When the ball flew across the court, Suisen whooped and clapped for them, while Mayumi stared off at the little first-year her ears twitching at Daichi's words.

_"Hinata's eyes were closed just then."_

"Are you kidding me." she deadpanned, her hands shooting up in the air. "Why am I even still here? I might as well just go buy Suisen's ice cream right now." she said, however, when her friend began to stand, Mayumi pointed at her. "No! No! Sit back down! It's not over yet!"

* * *

><p><em>"It's decided, it's decided!"<em>

Suisen was ripped from harassing Mayumi of her team's win at the door sliding open, turning away from her friend at the man in the doorway.

_"The practice match! It's against one of the top four teams in the prefecture. Aoba Josai High School!"_

Mayumi gave a noise, reaching into her pocket for her phone already. "I need to tell Ayane and Kagome." she said, and took a step away from her friend to send them a message, though her thumbs suddenly stopped typing.

_"Kageyama-kun must play setter the entire game."_

Her head snapped up, and she fumbled with her phone in her hands, almost dropping it.

Suisen glanced to her. "Isn't that what Sugawara is, though?..." she asked, and Mayumi slowly nodded her head, shoving her phone into her pocket and stepping towards Tanaka.

_"What's that about? Sounds like they're not interested in Karasuno. They just want to assess Kageyama. Are they underestimating us? Are they?!"_

_"Well, that's not quite how it is..."_

"Sounds good."

"Suga." she said softly, going to his side, though he brushed her off with a small smile.

"We don't get chances like this that often."

"You're going to agree to this?! You're the official setter of Karasuno, Suga-san."

"I want to see how effective Hinata and Kageyama's attack will be against a top four team." he said, though Mayumi still did not appear to be pleased by his answer, frowning up to him.

"Sensei, may we have the details?"

"Sure. Um... the schedule is rather sudden, but it's set for Tuesday next week-"

_"Tuesday?!" _exclaimed Mayumi, distracted from Sugawara for the moment, "T-that doesn't give me enough time! There's cameras that need to be accounted for and pages that need to be numbered off and editors that need to be chosen and outfits that need to be laid out-" she suddenly stopped and mock-fainted, falling back into Kageyama, who, unsure what else to do, caught her in his arms as she fanned herself.

"Don't worry, just keep going." Suisen said, approaching beside Hinata. "Just hold onto her, Kageyan." she instructed, and the boy frowned at the nickname.

"Ah, um... It'll be after classes, so there will only be time for one game. We'll rent the bus after school... Make sure you're not late."

"Yes."

Sugawara helped Mayumi out from Kageyama's arms, and she gave a dramatic hair flip, keeping her hair off her right shoulder.

"What're you going to wear, Mayumi?" asked Suisen, and the girl 'fainted' once more, though this time back into the arms of Sugawara.

* * *

><p><em>"Sugawara-san!"<em>

Hearing that, Mayumi hesitated, glancing over her shoulder, wondering who could be calling for them, considering Suisen went inside the Foothill Store with Mayumi's money to buy her ice cream.

At seeing Kageyama, she fully turned around, opening her mouth to question him, though Sugawara clapped his hand down atop her shoulder.

"Hey, hey, here. Go buy me and you some ice cream, too, alright?" he said, fishing money out of his pocket and dropping it in her hands; she paused, looking up to him.

"... Are you sure?" she asked cautiously, and he smiled reassuringly at her, sending her on her way into the store.

Inside the store, she indeed came in like a tornado, especially with no Sugawara there to clean up the mess she left behind - she picked up magazines, if she even bothered to put them back, they were out of place. Going up to the counter, she bought strawberry bars for both her and Sugawara, ignoring Suisen, who flashed around Mayumi's now empty wallet as Daichi walked in as well

She ripped open her ice cream bar, and was about to toss the wrapper on the ground, however the clerk caught her and snatched it out of her hands.

"I'm worried." she voiced, looking to Daichi, and he nodded his head.

"I know." he said to her, heading to the door. "Don't worry, though. At least not in front of him." he assured softly, and Mayumi sighed, catching up with him and holding the door open for him.

"Here, Suga." she said, stepping towards him, handing the ice cream bar out to him - he smiled, and held out his other hand expectantly, and she gave an over-dramatic sigh, digging into her pocket and giving him his money back.

"Daichi, Daichi, can I get a pork bun, too?" asked Suisen, shoveling ice cream from the tub straight into her mouth, and he nodded, turning from Tanaka to hand her the bag instead.

"Plus, we'll show them that Kageyama's not the only one they need to worry about. Right, Hinata?"

Turning towards the boy, Suisen laughed at seeing he was already eating, about to go through the bag of pork buns herself.

_"Why are you eating first?!"_

_"Hey, volleyball club! Don't make a ruckus in front of the store!"  
><em>

Mayumi appeared from out behind the boys, pointing her ice cream bar at the clerk. "Ah, ah, don't yell so loud, old man! You'll give yourself a heart attack!" she snapped, and Suisen wove her plastic spoon in the air.

"Stop calling him that! He's like, what, maybe thirty?" she said, turning towards the man with a flattering smile, though he only appeared to be annoyed.

While Daichi moved the two girls back, apologizing for both them and his club, Suisen gladly walked into the Foothill Store when invited, though he promised to kick them out if another mess was left behind by that little demon girl.

* * *

><p><em>"Line up!"<br>_

"Shit, shit, we're late!"

"This is all your fault, Ayane! You knew you were going to wear that in the beginning, but you still tried on three different shirts before you decided!"

"I _told_ you guy to pick out your outfits before you came to school tomorrow! I _told_ you there would barely be enough time to go home and change, let alone decide what you were going to wear!"

Suisen was the first to show up at the bus, her other friends still huffing and puffing behind her to show up. Next was Mayumi, who threw her bag down to the ground, planted her hands down on her knees, before suddenly fluffing back up, becoming that beaming, cheery girl she had first shown Kageyama and Hinata.

"Hello, hello!" she said, clapping her hands together, combing down the row of first-years, meeting their eyes in turn. "For those of you who don't know, I'm Mayumi Hayashi, and these are-" she swept her arm to the side, though, at noticing her friends had yet to catch up with her, she dropped it. "The girls still running towards the bus are Kagome Wakahisa and Ayane Himura! This girl right here beside me is Suisen Ueda, but she is unimportant at the moment. I'm in charge of the volleyball club's yearbook pages, but Kagome and Ayane will be helping me take pictures a lot, so, _please_, if you see us taking your picture, _do not report us_! Thank you, good luck on your game!" she offered a bow, and Tanaka stepped towards her.

"Hey, hey, little demon, do you have any room to buy some snacks and put them in your bag-"

Her head snapped up, and she glared at him - in turn, he stumbled back, nodding his head.

"Okay, okay, apparently not!"

She seemed to go through a complete transformation, Hinata noticed in his half-asleep state - not only her current attitude, but also her appearance. Her hair seemed much less thick and coarse when it was straightened, and - if he wasn't mistaken - she'd just gotten her hair trimmed a day or two before.

Hinata wondered how exactly she'd managed to hide so much body with her school uniform and the t-shirt she'd worn to the match the other day.

She was curvy and wide-hipped, perhaps even more so than the blonde girl standing beside her. She wore a gold colored cardigan, buttoned up over a red tank-top, and jeans that fit her hips and made the boy stare just for a moment. The black flats she wore were decorated with little gold spikes that seemed - if nothing else - to match her personality.

Her body most definitely did not match up with her round, childlike face.

_"Oh, look - here come the reasons we were late!" _barked Mayumi, her previous mood gone as two other girls came stumbling up, wheezing for breath.

"I-it's not my fault!" said one of them, wearing a navy blue cardigan. "Ayane's the reason!"

"Sure, blame me!" said the one wearing a tan shade of cardigan, and, looking at the four girls, Hinata saw Suisen was the only one not to be wearing a cardigan, and figured this was an art club thing, just like providing your Instagram username as greeting and knitting your eyebrows together.

"I will blame you!" said Kagome, standing up straight, and sucking in a breath. "Were we introduced?"

Mayumi nodded her head, and Kagome sighed.

"That's too bad! I like to introduce myself." she said, and Tanaka came in, swooping up Mayumi's purse off the ground, digging around through it for snacks.

"Give me that!" she snapped, ripping it out from her grip, and Tanaka rolled his eyes.

"You look like a hobbit who carries around a humongous purse the size of her ego." he said, and, from a few feet away, Suisen laughed.

_"Suga!" _Mayumi called, shoving Tanaka out of the way, though the boy seemed to of already gotten on the bus with Daichi, giving her no one to tattle to.

"Suisen, come on, I'm sitting with you!" she said, calling the girl to follow her on the bus, and she nodded, cutting off Tanaka to get on, sitting down closest to the window, while Mayumi sat with her legs in the aisle, Tanaka having to step over them.

"Suga!" she called across the aisle, and Tanaka swiveled to her, partly worried that she was going to tell on him, though all she did was walk across the aisle to him and Daichi. She forced the boy to scoot over slightly, and pulled her phone from her purse, taking a picture with them.

"Are you really going to start this, little demon?!" hissed Tanaka from the back, "Taking pictures with everyone?!"

Mayumi threw her purse at him in response, and he began digging through it for snacks.

* * *

><p>Throughout the whole bus ride, Mayumi took pictures with the volleyball team - mostly with Sugawara and Daichi, for those were the closest to her.<p>

And then, a game was brought up.

"Ah... Truth!"

With her phone still barely clinging to life with only twenty percent of battery left, Mayumi had been bored, though only for a moment, until Suisen brought up the game of Truth or Dare.

Suisen laughed, snorting, and nodded her head, barely giving it two seconds of thought before asking her question. "Which would of the volleybabes would you kiss?" she asked, and Mayumi didn't give her answer much thought, either.

"Suga." she answered, pointing towards the boy, and he sputtered slightly.

"What?! Suga, don't look so embarrassed! I know him the best, so definitely him! Or Daichi!" she protested, leaning over the aisle and nudging Sugawara's leg.

Suisen could barely breathe by now, looking at the face Sugawara was making, and Mayumi swiveled to her, frowning.

"Well, what about you?! Who would you kiss?!"

The laughter came to an abrupt halt, and Suisen thought, standing up on her knees to look at all the boys behind her, each in turn, cocking her head at Tanaka and Hinata, who were talking to each other in the very back.

"Hm... Probably Daichi." she responded, nodding her head in agreement. "Okay, okay. I understand your answer. Sugawara, don't look like that, be flattered!" she laughed, however, her attention was ripped at the screaming in the back.

At seeing the scene, Mayumi stood, regardless of the moving bus.

"A-ah, Kagome, Ayane, get your cameras!" she said, though she had pulled out the closest thing - her phone - and used the remaining twenty percent of battery to take pictures of Tanaka's face, until Sugawara pulled her away.

* * *
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	5. Chapter 5

**I start driver's training tomorrow, wheee~ (but it's ten to twelve oh god i'll miss the eternal summer premiere)  
><strong>

* * *

><p>"It looks like it's going to rain."<p>

"I'm going to be one pissed bitch if it rains the one day I straighten my hair."

Keys and make-up and bags of Cheez-Its were shoved to the side as Mayumi searched through her zebra striped purse, making a victorious sound from the back of her throat as she pulled a bottle of pills from the very bottom of the bag.

"Ah, here they are! I knew I shoved them in here. Here, little baby, but only take two~" she spoke with her lips puckered to the first-year as she screwed off the child-safe lid for him, dumping two pills in his outstretched palm - her tone reminded those around her of how she talked to Mr. Jingles.

"O-oh, t-thank you, H-Hayashi-senpai..." sputtered out Hinata, his face flushing as he looked down to the white capsules he held, and he turned back to Tanaka as he began to speak.

"Alright, then! We're counting on you for today's match."

Mayumi hesitated, sending a glare Tanaka's way, clapping a protective hand down on the small boy's shoulders.

_"Don't say that!" _she hissed out, though he paid her no mind.

"Do it just like the three-on-three!" he said, smacking Hinata's back, shaking Mayumi's hand off his shoulder. "Let me spike freely like that!"

_"Tanaka! Don't pressure him!"_

_"What? What's that?"_

_"I'll... I'll... I'll do my b-"_

His arms wrapped around his stomach, and Mayumi hesitated, watching him with those coppery eyebrows knitted together.

_"I-I'm going to the bathroom!"_

"Oh!" she called as he raced past her, "Hinata, take those pills! They'll calm your stomach down!"

He waved a hand over his shoulder to show he'd heard her, and she huffed, placing her hands to her hips as Kageyama stood behind her.

"There he goes again. How pathetic! I'm going to knock some courage into him!"

Sugawara jumped out in front of her, wrapping his arms around Kageyama to hold him back. "W-what are you thinking? That kind of thing won't work on Hinata!"

_"But we won't know till we try it!"_

_"Tanaka! Keep this simpleton away from him!"_

_"Right!"_

Out of the corner of her eyes, she caught sight of Daichi still on the bus, Suisen trailing after him, and she smiled reassuringly at him, however he did not seem settled.

* * *

><p><em>"I see... I guess since he went to Karasuno, his strength as a player must be a thing of the past."<em>

Amber color eyes flashed up from the pocketbook she was looking through; black flats clicked to a stop, and round chin shot up in alert.

_"... Besides, all I know about Karasuno is their manager is a beauty."_

_"Are you serious?"_

_"That's right. She's kind of sexy."  
><em>

She zipped her purse shut, glancing around, and, catching sight of Tanaka, she waved the boy over to her; he cast her a confused look, though, at her flapping, ordering hand, he waltzed over.

_"They have this ginger girl, too, but I don't think she's apart of their team... Nobody's ever seen her play, at least. She's pretty nice looking, but I heard she made another team's setter cry."_

_"What? Really?!"_

Mayumi flipped her hair over her right shoulder, smiling to herself as Tanaka and the remaining first-years approached - that was indeed true, for she'd thought the boy had been giving Sugawara bad looks, and had yelled at him when she saw him in a hallway after the match (Daichi had thrown her over his shoulder and carried her away from the setter, though she was still spitting curses).

_"Really! Oh, yeah, and there's this riffraff kind of guy there, too. He's got a shaved head, and an unpleasant look in his eyes... He looks real stupid."_

Mayumi stifled a laugh as Tanaka's head peeked around the corner, following after the first-years to make herself seen, albeit hidden partially behind Tsukishima.

"U-um..."

_"Don't underestimate us too much-"_

Overhead, a crow cawed, and Mayumi hesitated, glancing skyward, her hand reaching out and grabbing the closest thing towards her - Tsukishima - and almost breaking the fearsome air the boys had created.

_"-or we'll eat you alive."_

As the birds took flight, Mayumi gave a shriek, darting her head down into the back of Tsukishima's jacket - the boy was deterred for only a moment as he turned and shook her off of him with an annoyed grunt, though the boys from another team were not calmed at all by this slight mishap, and, a moment later, Tsukishima had turned away from the girl with a smirk.

_"You shouldn't say things like that, Tanaka-san." _he said with a wave of his hand, and, once the birds were high in the air, Mayumi suddenly recovered from her episode, up-righting herself.

_"Look what you did! You scared the poor elites. Now I feel sorry for them."_

She brushed off Yamaguchi's hand on her shoulder, suddenly aware it was there, though she stuck close to the boy, giving glances to the clouds every few seconds, and her hands were shaking just barely.

_"We're not intimidated!"_

"Oh, you're right... We should save our bullying for the match!"

_"You guys! I can't let you out of my sight!" _

Mayumi jumped at that, turning from the sky to Daichi, her hand reaching out and grabbing onto the sleeve of Yamaguchi's jacket, however, at seeing Sugawara, she dropped the fabric in her hands, darting over to him and grasping onto him instead.

_"We apologize!"_

"O-oh, it's all right."

_"Tanaka, stop that look!"_

Mayumi was muttering softly Sugawara, her hands still clinging onto him as they walked away, and only looked away from him for a moment at hearing a caw echoing above her head.

* * *

><p><em>"We will now begin the practice match of Karasuno High School versus Aoba Johsai High School."<em>

"Hinata looks pretty bad, Mayumi. You should of given him a few more pills." observed Suisen, leaning against the bars overlooking the gymnasium below.

Mayumi scoffed, sliding the new batteries into her camera as she stood, leaving her purse on her seat, heading over to her friends. "I didn't want him all drugged up for the match." she said, raising the camera to take a test picture, looking down at it to make sure it looked presentable.

_"Let's play!"_

Suisen shrugged her shoulders as they lined up below. "Ah, yeah, I guess you're right. He's pretty small, he probably couldn't handle it. "

"Alright, alright!" Mayumi clapped her hands together, the camera shaking from its dangling spot on her wrist. "Come on, boys, come on! Good luck!" she called to her team below, whistling and howling, apparently recovered from her earlier panic attack.

"Maybe it would've been better if he was all drugged up." said Kagome as Hinata dived for Daichi's ball, and Mayumi sighed, running her hands through her straight bangs, brushing them from her face.

"Maybe." she agreed, looking down to the boy.

Ayane and Kagome were there to photo-catch each of Hinata's blunders, however, as the boy stepped up to serve, they dropped their cameras, letting them swing from their wrists.

"Is he okay?..." asked Ayane, and Kagome chuckled.

"He looks like he's going to throw up again." she said, and Suisen waved her hand at the girl.

"No, no, don't say that! That's the last thing we need." she laughed, before they all turned towards the court at the whistle blowing, almost missing the ball getting thrown into the air.

Mayumi's jaw went slack, while Kagome's hands clapped over her mouth to swallow her laughter as the ball hit the back of Kageyama's head.

"Did that just...?" muttered Ayane, and Suisen smiled, resting her chin in her palm.

"Oh my god, poor Kageyan." she said, and, regardless of her smile, her words sounded sincere. "I hope he's not too hard on Hinata."

However, at the laugh that passed through Tanaka's lips, Mayumi and Kagome both allowed their own to come out, Mayumi doubling over in her laughter.

_"O-oh, my God!"_

_"If only we'd gotten a picture of that!"_

_"Imagine that, Kagome! That's how everyone would see the volleyball club!"_

"M-Mayumi! Stop that!" Sugawara called up to the girls, attempting to corral both them and Tanaka and Tsukishima, however both duos continued their howling.

"Oh..." The girls were just beginning to calm down as the first set came to an end, and Mayumi plopped down in a seat, reaching over to dig through her purse.

"Handle this for a little of the second set, girls." she said, pulling the purse into her lap to look for a bag of Cheez-Its, Suisen going to sit beside her, and Kagome and Ayane nodded their heads in response.

They'd finished off one bag, and were working on their second, when those around them were sent into cheers - Kagome dropped her camera, and it would of fallen to the gymnasium below if not for the string, securing it to her wrist.

"What was that?..." she asked, cocking her head slightly, and Ayane answered.

"It was freaky, is what it was. A boy with that short of legs shouldn't be able to move that fast." she responded, taking a photo of the team's huddle, and Kagome snickered.

"Who's tall, blonde, and handsome?" asked Kagome, and Mayumi stood at that, brushing the crumbs from her chest as she approached the girl, looking down to the team, and nodded down to Tsukishima, shoving shoulders with Kageyama as the two blocked.

"Him?" she asked, and cast an incredulous look her friend's way. "Tsukishima." she answered, and Kagome nodded, holding her camera back up in her hand.

"He's adorable." she said as the two boys fought over who'd blocked the ball, zooming into them, smiling to herself. "All of the Karasuno team is adorbs."

Mayumi rolled her eyes, placing her hand to her hips as she turned back down to the court, swinging her camera around her wrist, clapping and sending it shaking as the second set was won.

At the squeals coming from the crowd, Suisen jumped and dropped the bag of Cheez-Its to the floor; she grumbled out a, _'Dammit,' _as she bent over to retrieve it, though her friend's voice made her freeze.

"Suisen."

She hesitated, glancing up. "Mayumi?" she asked, and the redhead motioned for her with her hand.

"Come here."

She nodded, snatching up the bag from the floor before she stood, heading over to stand beside her friend. "Is there something wrong-" she began, following Mayumi's gaze however, and she trailed off.

_"Oikawa, you're back."_

Kagome clapped a hand over her mouth. "Well hello, tall, _dark_, and handsome." she cooed to herself.

_"How's the ankle?"_

_"It's fine! I can get back to regular practice. It was just a slight sprain."_

There was a wolf-whistle, and Suisen looked around for the source - however, there was no need for that, for it was coming from right beside her.

_"What do I have to do to get you on Karasuno's team?!"_

From below, Sugawara blanched, looking upwards towards the four girls who - by some mistake - he had decided to leave alone for the match.

_"Oh, yes, I am calling my mom and switching to _Aoba Johsai_ as soon as possible! Goodbye, Karasuno, you can call me back when you get somebody that looks like _that _on your team!"_

The new boy hesitated at that; however, all the same, he turned towards the source of the voice and waved at the redhead; she mock-fainted in response, falling into Suisen's arms, the back of her hand against her forehead.

_"Mayumi! Mayumi, what do you think you're doing?!" _Sugawara hissed up to her, and she waved her hand at him and she recovered from her 'faint'.

"Suga, Suga, not now!" she called down to him, frowning. "He'll think we're together, if you talk to me! _You _are the reason I do not have a boyfriend!" she claimed, pointing an accusing finger down to him, and the boy appeared just a little more than offended at that.

"Are you sure it's not your terrible personality?..." muttered Suisen, though her friend paid her no mind, watching as the other team's Captain walked away to go practice, her eyes twinkling.

When he came back out onto the court, Mayumi clapped her hands as if this boy were on her team, and Suisen reached over to her, prying her hands apart from each other.

"Let's see who wins, before you decide if you're moving schools." she said, keeping her hands apart, and Mayumi shrugged her shoulders in agreement.

Mayumi watched the ball come straight for Tsukishima, and Kagome snapped a photo as the ball hit his arms, however, the girls scattered as the ball shot up towards them, Mayumi the first to regain herself.

_"Tsukishima!" _she shrieked, pointing her finger down to him, _"What're you-"_

"Hey, hey." Ayane interjected, waving her camera in the air, "Look at this. I got a picture of the ball coming towards us before we moved." she said, handing the camera to Mayumi, and the girl marveled, nodding her head.

_"That actually looks really cool! Hm... It's a little blurry, though. Tsukki, try to do that again!"_

"W-what?! No, Tsukishima, don't do that again!" Suisen called back down to him, shaking her head with a laugh as she ventured back to her friends.

Kagome was the last to come back, clapping her hands together. "Don't mind, Tsukishima!" she called in encouragement, though he barely even cast her a glance, and she made a noise. _"Well, then."_

"Come on, boys, come on!" came Suisen's voice, looking down to them. "Don't worry, don't worry! It was just a point!"

And then there was another.

Suisen's hand went to her chest. "Volleyball games stress me out." she laughed, "Ah, it's going to give me an ulcer."

She glanced to her friend, who had been uncharacteristically quiet throughout the last few minutes. She reached out, clapping her on her back, and Mayumi started, giving a glance to Suisen.

"You're still in Karasuno." repeated Suisen, smiling, and Mayumi gave a laugh, nodding her head.

"Hey, hey! You're still winning, boys! Don't worry yet!" she called down to them as they switched their positions, and, out of the corner of her eyes, she saw Sugawara giving her an approving glance.

"Oh - he hit it!"

Kagome clapped her hands together, letting the camera drop, Suisen leaning over the bars as the ball was hit back up into the air by Oikawa.

_"Come on, Hinata!" _she repeated, and suddenly she was almost halfway over the bars, Mayumi turning briefly from the court to grab hold of her friend's jacket and attempt to haul her back up.

The ball whizzed past Oikawa's head, and suddenly the gym went quiet, even Suisen, who was dangerously close to falling.

And then there was a clamor of cheers.

"Did they just... win?" asked Ayane, and Kagome shrugged her shoulders.

"Dunno. I think so. How many points do you need to win?" she asked in response, moving to help Mayumi pull up Suisen.

"They won! My volleybabes won!" cried Suisen, clapping for the team as they lined up in front of Takeda, watching as Mayumi took a picture of them. Her hand slapped down on Mayumi's shoulder, and the camera shook from her hold.

"Looks like you're staying in Karasuno." she said, and Mayumi gave an over-dramatic cry.

* * *

><p><em>"Hey."<em>

At the voice, Mayumi hesitated, glancing up; she suddenly went red, yanking away from the garbage can, attempting to pretend she hadn't just been dumping endless empty Cheez-It bags into the trash.

"H-hello, there." she said, suddenly not as confident without a friend beside her.

"Can I ask your name?"

_You can ask me anything you'd like._

"U-um, yeah. I'm Mayumi Hayashi. Who... Who're you?" she asked, cocking her head up to him, tucking a bang behind her ear when it fell into her eyes.

"Tooru Oikawa." he responded, and there was that smile, and she felt her whole body go red. "Your name means bow, am I correct? That's pretty."

She almost fainted against the vending machine to her right, though managed to stay standing. "It has..." she swallowed, attempting to regain herself some. "It has a lot of different meanings."

He nodded his head down to her. "Like _'truth', _or _'beauty'._"

Mayumi couldn't help herself - her purse fell from her shaking hands to the ground, and she jumped slightly in shock, looking down to it. After a moment of her staring dumbly, Oikawa went to the ground, collecting the pencils and pill bottles and make-up that fell from it.

"O-oh." she sputtered, shaking her head, "You don't need to do that." she assured, though she did not kneel down to help him, watching as he stood, a blue color pencil in hand, as well as a bottle of lotion.

She hesitated, reaching for her purse back, watching him scribble something down before he dropped both back into her purse, handing it to her.

When Mayumi looked expectantly up to him, she received a wink in reply that made her lean against the vending machine.

"My phone number." he responded, walking right on past her at that, and she was left to her stuttering in an attempt to make a coherent comment.

* * *

><p>It had taken her a few minutes more than the rest to make her way to the bus - she had told Sugawara she had to run to the bathroom, and had darted for it before he could ask her if something was the matter. She splashed water on her face the majority of her time, taking caution to avoid her eyes, attempting to pale her face once more, though her skin was still blotchy when she returned to her seat beside Suisen.<p>

"Hey, are you alright-"

"I'm fine, Suga!" she claimed, turning towards the boy with a smile, though her response was much faster and clipped than he would of preferred it to be, and he watched her out of the corner of his eyes the ride home.

"Yamaguchi!"

Sugawara hesitated at hearing her voice, turning fully away from Kagome and Ayane - who were showing them the photos they'd taken throughout the course of the match - to watch her stand from her seat, going to Tsukishima and Yamaguchi's behind her.

"Let's take a picture, come on. We're twins."

At his cocked head and confused look, Mayumi elaborated, reaching across Tsukishima to point to his cheeks.

"We both have skin stars."

"Don't call them that." said Tsukishima, glancing to her arm centimeters away from his nose, his eyes narrowed. "They're called freckles."

"I do not remember ever asking for your sass." she responded, retracting her arm. "Now, Tsukishima, do you want me to sit in your lap?"

He looked up to her through narrowed eyes, and responded through gritted teeth: _"Not particularly."_

"Then I suggest you move the fuck over."

For a few moments, Sugawara allowed himself to relax and turned his attention completely towards Kagome and Ayane as Mayumi slid across Tsukishima, squeezed between him and Yamaguchi, her legs still in the blonde boy's lap, thinking that, perhaps, he'd overreacted, and that she was perfectly fine.

* * *

><p><em>"But I gotta say... Laid-Back sure has an amazing serve."<em>

Kagome and Ayane had already headed the opposite way to their homes, while Suisen had jogged up ahead of them, saying she needed to finish her work-out for the day.

Mayumi hesitated at that, glancing over her shoulder at Tanaka, though did not speak up from her spot beside Sugawara.

_"We would've been in trouble if he'd played from the start. He's Kageyama's junior high senpai, after all... Ah, wait a second. Why are you at Karasuno, Kageyama?"_

She was forced to stop when Sugawara did, and, though she gave a noise of objection from the back of her throat, he did not begin walking once again.

_"The strongest school in the prefecture is Shiratorizawa."_

_"Shiratori?"_

_"Shiritorizawa. They're top in the prefecture. They're a powerhouse school ranked among the top eight in the country."_

_"I didn't make Shiratorizawa."_

_"Whaattt?!"_

Seeing shadows stretched across the sidewalk, Mayumi hesitated, glancing up at seeing Yamaguchi and Tsukishima walked towards them. She reached her hand out, grazing Sugawara's back, and he glanced back at her.

"I'm gonna walk up ahead a little with them, alright? I'll meet you at the house or something." she said, and he paused, looking from her to the two boys approaching closer, before back to her.

"Are you sure?" he asked her, and, when she nodded his head, the thoughts that she was alright diminished. "Are you alright?" he asked her, "Do you feel fine?"

She paused, though it as only for a brief moment, that only Sugawara would of noticed, and he did. "I'm fine. My stomach just hurts a little." she said, and he was going to offer her perhaps his jacket or his sweater in his bag, though she was already turning on her heel, rushing to catch up with Tsukishima and Yamaguchi.

"Hey, losers." she called after them, "Wait up." she said, and Tsukishima scoffed at her, looking over his shoulder.

"Walk faster." he said, and she frowned.

"Well, I'm sorry my legs aren't as freakishly long as yours and don't make as big as strides." she said, putting a little bit more than the needed amount of explaining into that, though it seemed to work, for Tsukishima paused, Yamaguchi following suit.

"Bye, Mayumi." called Sugawara behind her, and she lifted her hand, waving to him without glancing back.

"Bye, Suga." she called back as Tsukishima and Yamaguchi closed in around her, and the feeling of guilt grew in her stomach, unsure why it was there in the first place.

* * *

><p>She'd cleaned out some of her purse once she'd gotten home - she'd ended up just walking the whole way with the first-years, sending a text to Sugawara to warn him she would see him the next morning, and he responded quickly, telling her goodnight and to feel better.<p>

Setting up the bottle of strawberry scented lotion on her vanity, she sat down on the edge of her bed, wearing a shirt that might be Sugawara's, or perhaps Suisen's - it was one that had randomly shown up in her load of laundry, as most of her sleeping wardrobe consisted of.

She had turned the bottle so the label faced towards her, and squinted her eyes behind her glasses to see the numbers scribbled across the photo of a strawberry. She crossed her legs underneath her, and gave a hasty glance to her window - if Sugawara was home, he could see her light was on, and that she was still awake, and that would risk him either coming over or calling and asking if she were feeling fine once again, and she was unsure if she could deal with that.

After a moment, she reached into her purse beside her before pushing it to the floor beside her bed, producing a gum wrapper. Wadding it up in her hand, she pulled her hand back and flicked it towards the almost empty bottle ot lotion, watching it spin on its bottom before falling over, rolling off her vanity and to the floor.

Hearing it clatter, she crawled up to the head of her bed, flinging off her glasses and reaching over, flipping off the lamp on her nightstand.

* * *

><p><strong>shit i wasn't supposed to stay up until three in the morning but i did.<strong>

**callionope: Uwah, thank you! ^^ I'm glad you liked that line, because I actually typed it a few times and then backspaced a few times before deciding just to leave it in XD I'm glad to have tumblr buddies! :D**


	6. Chapter 6

**Disclaimer: I don't own Haikyuu!.**

* * *

><p><em>"Hey, Noya-san!"<em>

Grumbles about the water-filled bucket suddenly stopped; she glanced up, over Sugawara's shoulder, and, expecting this, the boy held out his hands, and she shoved the cleaning supplies into them, brushing her bangs back behind her ear.

_"Hey, Ryu!"_

She pushed through Tanaka - who moved out of her way with a mutter of, _"Little demon." _- to get to the black-haired boy; they clasped hands, and, from behind Sugawara, Suisen sputtered.

_"The delinquents are reunited." _she muttered to Sugawara, and he chuckled in response.

"Have you already gotten yourself into trouble, Mayumi-chan?!" he asked, glancing over her at the mop in Sugawara's hands, and she let go of one of his hands briefly to wave the question away.

"It was Kagome!" she objected, and the two shared a snicker of, _'Fucking Kagome!'._

"Let me introduce you." said Daichi, and Mayumi glanced towards the first-years as if she had just became aware of their presence.

"This is Nishinoya, second-year."

He dropped only one of her hands, raising it to wave to Hinata and Kageyama. "Hi. You guys are first-years, huh? You, the guy doing serves - the tall guy with the nasty glare! What junior high are you from?"

Suisen laughed at that, placing a hand to her hip, the other reaching out to take the mop from Sugawara. "Don't be too offended, Noya. Kageyan gives everyone that look." she assured him, and that glare was briefly sent her way, so quick that she didn't notice it.

"... Kitagawa Daiichi." he responded, turning back to Nishinoya just as Suisen turned towards Kageyama.

His hand still holding onto Mayumi's let go, and he jumped forth towards the first-year. "Really?! That's a power school. No wonder you serve like that! We played against you guys and lost 2 to 1. Your serve was amazing then, too."

"Remember when we missed him?" asked Suisen to Sugawara and Daichi, smiling, while Mayumi clasped her hands together as she watched Nishinoya speak.

"_He's noisy as ever_." they replied, and she rolled her eyes, laughing in agreement.

_"What junior high were you at, Nishinoya-san?"_

_"Chidoriyama!" _he said, accentuated with a fist in the air, which Mayumi mimicked from behind him.

_"That's a power school."_

_"Why did you come to Karasuno? Because you heard Coach Ukai was coming back?"_

Suisen hesitated and blinked, glancing to Sugawara and Daichi beside her, though, after a moment of internal battle, she slowly turned back.

_"No... I came to Karasuno because... Because I like the girl's uniform. Intensely. And the girls have lived up to my expectations! Mayumi-chan, Suisen-chan, show them!"_

Suisen was broken from her thoughts, jumping slightly at the hand on her wrist, though, glancing down, she recognized it as Mayumi's, and allowed herself to be pulled in front of the first-years. She glanced over to her friend, and, at seeing her hand going to her popped out hip and other pulling at her skirt lightly, she turned back to the two younger boys - though this seemed to have worked, Hinata's face flushing a dark red, while Kageyama had just the smallest bit of pink to his cheeks.

She pointed with the broom and laughed. "Kageyan, look at your face!" she said, though Sugawara swooped in, taking the broom back from her.

"That's enough, that's enough." he said, though Suisen was still sputtering.

"Ah, ah, that's not all! I also came because the boy's uniform was black!" he said, and Mayumi turned away from Sugawara, clapping as he pulled on the blazer, though she sent a frown Tanaka's way.

_"I wore a blazer in junior high, so I admired this uniform. It's not brown or grey, but black!"_

_"I know what you mean!"_

"Karasuno has black uniforms, and the girl's uniform is cute. The school's close to home. It was a no-brainer."

The door slid open, and they all turned to look - Suisen rose her hand to wave a hello to Kiyoko, though was cut off by Nishinoya dashing past her.

_"Kiyoko-san, I've come to see you!"_

_"He's like a hurricane, as usual."_

Suisen laughed, handing the mop to Mayumi, and, after a moment of her pushing it into the girl's stomach, she reluctantly took it. "That explains why he and Mayumi get along so well." she said, and, while Mayumi did not find this particularly funny, the others did.

"Ah... Though he may get loud, he's surprisingly quiet when in a game." said Daichi to the first-years, and Suisen turned towards Sugawara.

"Don't you wish Mayumi got quiet when she painted, Sugawara?" she taunted, and he chuckled, glancing to the redhead as she snatched the water bucket from his hands.

Suisen hesitated, and she exchanged a brief glance with Sugawara before Nishinoya drew their attention once more.

_"And? Where's Asahi-san? Did he come back?"_ he said, and suddenly Mayumi didn't have as tight of a grip as needed on the bucket, though Suisen was there to make sure she didn't drop it.

_"... No."  
><em>

Mayumi glanced up to Sugawara, her brow furrowed, though not in frustration as before.

_"That wimp!"_

Suisen backed away from Mayumi and towards the first-years, standing in front of them, as if she were going to block the scene from their view.

_"Hey, Noya! Don__'t talk like that about your senpai!"  
><em>

_"Shut up! A wimp is a wimp. If Asahi-san's not coming back, neither am I."_

_"Hey, Noya!"_

* * *

><p>"Hey, are you mad at Sugawara?"<p>

Mayumi blinked, and she looked up from Nishinoya attempting to teach the first-years, leaning her elbow onto her bag.

"Why would I be mad at Suga?" she asked, and Suisen shrugged her shoulders in response.

"Ah, I don't know. You just seem like you are. He told me you two didn't walk to school together this morning." remarked Suisen, and Mayumi paused, her eyes perhaps narrowing even further at hearing that.

"Hey, hey." she said suddenly, drawing the blonde's attention, who turned away from the practicing boys. "I'm not mad at him. He worries too much, I swear. You remember that boy, who came in halfway through the game yesterday?"

Suisen paused for a moment, then recoiled slightly, furrowing her brow, a trait she'd accidentally picked up. "Ah, the one you whistled at. Yes, Mayumi, I remember, because it was very embarrassing."

Mayumi shoved Suisen's shoulder with her own, and she swayed slightly in her sitting position. "He ran into me after the match when I went to go throw away some trash in my purse. He wrote his number down on a bottle of lotion." she said, watching the boys out of the corner of her eye, making sure none came in earshot.

Suisen hesitated, and then nodded, turning back to the first-years. "Ah, that's cute. Are you going to text him? Ah, wait... I don't see what this has to do with Sugawara, though."

Mayumi suddenly gave a loud whine that echoed off the gymnasium's walls - it drew eyes, though, once they saw the source of the noise was hers, they glanced away at the glare she sent them. "It shouldn't have anything to do with him, should it? But he's always, _'No, no, Mayumi, you don't want to date that boy, he's in my history class, he's not very nice,' _or, _'No, no, Mayumi, you can do better than that boy,'_-"

Suisen interrupted her with a guffaw, "Oh, _Sugamama_!" she exclaimed, and the boy's eyes were drawn briefly, however she waved them off.

"No, don't laugh about this!" protested Mayumi, turning towards Suisen, her voice a low hiss, "I'm afraid if we walk together, it'll only take one look into my eyes, and then he'll be like, _'No, no, Mayumi! Definitely not that boy!'_."

Suisen sputtered, holding her hand over her mouth to muffle it. "It sounds like," she said, swallowing her giggles, "Sugawara gets jealous easily."

Mayumi rolled her eyes, swatting away the finger Suisen pointed at her. "Shut up, stupid. That's not what it is. You know that." she said, and suddenly the humor left the blonde girl, who turned to Mayumi, tucking her skirt underneath her as she scooted towards her.

"Are you going to walk home with Sugawara, though?" she asked, and Mayumi leaned away, turning her head the opposite way.

Mayumi opened her mouth to reply, taking a breath, however, the door shot open, and her answer was cut short.

"Ma_yuMI_!"

The two girls jumped, and heads shot to the open door - a boy stomped through, ignoring the hands raised in welcoming.

_"Hey, Yoshiki-san."_

He briefly waved back, with mutter of, _"Hi, bye." _as he headed over to the girls, and Mayumi glanced around; at seeing no Sugawara there in front of her, she clapped her hands over her eyes, as if she could hide by this.

The first-years glanced away, distracted from Nishinoya from this blond-haired boy; if they could not figure out what club he was in by the over-sized cardigan he wore, they most likely could by his thin, golden eyebrows, which were furrowed together in obvious frustration.

"Don't _ignore me_!" he spat out, going over to Mayumi; he snatched up her hands, and she cried out as she was shook.

"Don't touch me!" she said back, yanking her hands away and swatting at the boy - the square rimmed glasses he wore were pulled from his eyes in the midst of it, dangling from his ears, and he pulled away from her with an almost-roaring sound.

He up-righted himself, pulling the red frames from his face, adjusting them. "_You_," he began, "do not have the authority to give me _any _kind of orders! Lazy ass!" he growled, and suddenly she was standing on her toes, attempting to stand eye-to-eye to him, however he, as they suddenly realized, was _gigantic._

He absolutely towered over Mayumi, and perhaps even beat Tsukishima by a centimeter or two; he was slender however, though had long limbs, as seen when he reached out and shoved his palm against the redhead's forehead.

"Who do you think you're talking to?!" she snapped, grabbing hold of his skinny wrist and attempting to move it away, however it did no good.

"I think I am talking to the editor-in-chief for the yearbook!" he spat back, ignoring the loud groans she was making as she continued to strive with his wrist. "But I'm not all that sure, considering _editor-in-chiefs _shouldn't pawn all of their work off onto Kagome and Ayane!"

She began scratching at the cotton of his cardigan. "So I could sit down and eat-"

"_No, no_!" he said to her in a scolding tone, snapping his fingers with his other hand. "Not just so you could eat! I _also _heard that you _got some boy's number_?! You don't go to their volleyball matches so you can get _hit on_, Mayumi!"

Her hands fell from his wrist, going to her hips. "You sound like my _mother_! You need to stop eavesdropping on my conversations!" she spat up to him, though he was not deterred.

"I didn't really think much of it, until I went to check on the photos earlier this night and _you don't have them all edited yet_! If I remember correctly, you aren't ready for next month's gallery, either-"

"Jesus, Yoshiki! The yearbook isn't close to being done-"

"But you're going to fall behind-"

"There is a reason you are the _Vice President_, and I am the _President_!"

Yoshiki briefly hesitated, and his push on her forehead lightened up just barely. "I-" he began, and began pushing once more, with so much more force that she stumbled back from him and onto her bottom, "I am _Vice President _because they needed someone who could actually handle you to watch over you!"

"You aren't handling me very well, now are you!"

"_No_, I'm not, you little delinquent-"

_"Oh!" _she laughed from her spot on the floor, "You want to talk about _delinquents_, do you?!"

Sugawara pushed his way in-between the two of them, leaning down to help Mayumi stand. "Now, now," he said, and Mayumi rolled her eyes, nevertheless muttering a, _'Thank you,' _once she was standing. "How about you introduce yourself to the first-years, Yoshiki-san?"

Mayumi hesitated at that, ducking underneath Sugawara's arm, and holding her hand out to him. "This-" she began, and Yoshiki slapped her hand away.

_"I can introduce myself!" _he hissed to her, and she held her red, injured hand to her chest.

"THIS," she began, so loud it echoed off the walls, "IS YOSHIKI SUZUMIYA-"

_"Stop it!" _Yoshiki protested, turning towards the first-years as well. His voice also rose, and the two were now in a screaming match, seeing who could out-yell the other. "I'M YOSHIKI SUZUMIYA, AND I'M-"

"_AND HE'S_-"

"THE VICE PRESIDENT OF THE ART CLUB-"

_"Take off your glasses, you look like a nerd." _Mayumi said to him, and the boy sputtered, flicking his glasses off. "AND ALSO SECOND EDITOR-IN-CHIEF FOR THE YEARBOOK-"

"S-SO, IF YOU SEE ME-"

"SO, IF YOU SEE _HIM_ TAKING PICTURES OF YOU-"

"PLEASE DO NOT REPORT ME-"

"PLEASE DO NOT REPORT HIM. PLEASE DO NOT REPORT _HIM_."

The two swiveled away from the younger boys, turning to glare at each other, until this too was broken apart by Sugawara.

"Ugh, you're so _obnoxious_-" began Yoshiki, and Mayumi gave a bark of laughter.

"Because you're just a bundle of sunshine, aren't you!"

"This is why first-years don't want to join the art club." said Suisen, though the two bickering paid her no mind.

"Compared to you, I'd like to say I am!" he countered, going to pick up the glasses he'd thrown across the gym.

Mayumi snorted, watching him. "I don't know who told you that, but they _lied_!" she said to him, and he gave an offended sound from the back of his throat.

"_Why_, you little _demon_!" he growled, reaching for her, though Sugawara stood in his way once more.

"Alright, alright." he said, looking to Mayumi, who crossed her arms over her chest, looking away from him. "Stop acting like that, you two. Mayumi, go get all your stuff together, so you're ready to leave, alright?"

This seemed to draw the girl's attention, for her head turned back to his just slightly. "... Will that be soon?" she asked, and, when he nodded, she glanced back at him.

"Fine." she agreed, heading back to her and Suisen's bag, and, when she did, Suisen stepped forward, placing her hand onto Yoshiki's shoulder.

"I apologize for him, volleybabes!" she said, looking to the boys, smiling, and Yoshiki frowned, attempting to brush her hand off.

_"Don't apologize for me!" _he hissed, though her grip on him only tightened, his protests fizzling down into whimpers.

"We don't let him out of his cage often, so he gets rather _excited _when he manages to run around for a few hours. Say you're sorry, Yoshiki." she said, glancing up to him, and, even through his cringe, he managed a scowl.

"I am _not _apologizing-"

Yoshiki suddenly crumpled over in pain, before slowly standing once more, attempting to steel himself.

_"Yoshiki-"_

"Fine, fine, _fine_! I'm _sorry_, volleyball club!" he spat out, and, those his tone was not sincere, this seemed to settle Suisen.

"Good job, Yoshiki!" she said, her voice a mocking praise, and he growled in response underneath his breath. "Say goodbye, too. Me and you are going to go running together."

The boy recoiled, his eyes going wide behind his glasses, and he vigorously shook his head. "_What_? No, I don't want to go running with you-"

"_Say goodbye, Yoshiki!_" she snapped, and the members of the volleyball team shrank away from her ringing voice.

Yoshiki jumped, and he turned towards them, bowing over in both pain and farewell. "_G-goodbye, v-volleyball club!"_

Suisen glanced over her shoulder, waving to Mayumi, before she began to yank Yoshiki towards the door - the team parted and made way for her, saying their own goodbyes, muttering good lucks to the boy as he passed.

_"Owowowowowow! Stop that, Suisen, it hurts!"_

* * *

><p>Mayumi was surprised that there had not been a, <em>'No, no, Mayumi! Definitely not that boy!'<em> following their departure from the gymnasium. However, glancing to the boy walking beside her, she could tell something was amiss, and, aside from her muttering, _'Sorry,' _when she'd accidentally bump into him, and him responding, _'Oh? It's fine,' _not many words were spoken.

Standing at a crosswalk, waiting for the light to blink and designate them to walk, Mayumi pulled her bag from her shoulder, unzipping it and digging through pencils and books in an attempt to find her headphones. Finally finding them, she yanked them out, beginning to work to undo the knotted mess when she heard a mutter.

She hesitated, glancing over to Sugawara, swaying towards him and bumping her hip with his; he jumped slightly, looking towards her, waiting for the, _'Sorry,' _he expected her to say.

"Did you say something, Suga?" she asked, and he paused, before shaking his head with a soft laugh.

"Oh - no, Mayumi. Just talking to myself." he replied, and she opened her mouth to ask him what about, when the light above switched on. Sugawara began walking, and she shuffled to catch up to him, still working with her headphones.

* * *

><p><em>"Let me introduce you."<em>

Mayumi hesitated at hearing Takeda words; she glanced up from her mopping to the door as he stepped in, and her eyes grew wide; at the sight of the blond man, she swung the mop in her hands, knocking over the bucket of soapy water at her feet.

_"This is Ukai-kun, who will be our coach, starting today."_

_"You've got to be fucking kidding me." _she breathed out, ignoring the gathering puddle at her feet, loosening her grip on the mop and letting it fall from her hands, bouncing once it had hit to floor.

_"But this is the guy from the Foothill Store! He's really a coach?"_

_"He's senpai to all of you."_

_"Oh hell no." _Mayumi muttered to herself, and she repeated it quietly to herself in a mantra as she went towards her bag, fishing her phone out from a side pocket, unlocking it and pressing it to her ear. She bounced on her heels as she waited for a response, and, finally getting one, she swayed on her heels, almost falling back into the puddle. _"Hey! You have to get back down here and see this! No, no, I don't care, this is important! Hurry!"_

And so, not ten minutes later, Suisen appeared in the doorway of the gymnasium, wearing sweatpants stained with orange juice.

_"Mayumi!" _she panted, glancing around the gym, however her eyes suddenly paused in their search as they rested upon a blond man standing aside the door; her breath caught in her throat and she stared. He hesitated, turning away from the court, looking over to her and staring back. His eyebrows pushed together, and, just as he was about to question her distress, she turned away.

_"Sugawara!" _she called once she'd regained her breath, and he looked to her, "Sugawara, where's Mayumi?"

"She went to the bathroom." he responded, and then paused, turning towards her, "Ah, now that you mention it, she's been gone for awhile. Why? Is everything alright?" he asked, and she took a moment to answer, thinking that over, before slowly shaking her head.

_"Oh, Sugawara!" _she began in a rehearsed, anguished tone, though her skills as an actress were not able to be shown, for she was suddenly shoved out of the doorway.

_"Suisen!" _cried Mayumi, seeing it had been her friend who she'd barreled through. _"Did you see him-"_

_"I see you come in everywhere like a hurricane!"_

Mayumi jumped at the voice; however, she quickly recovered, wheeling around on her heel to face the man, though Suisen hopped in front of her.

_"Oh!" _she began, smiling at the man, wiping at the stain on her thigh. "Hello! I don't think you know my name, even though I come in your store almost every morning. I'm Suisen, and this is-" she directed her hand to the girl behind her, though the redhead turned her face away with a huff. "-... and this is Mayumi. Can I ask what you're doing here?"

"You don't have to be so polite to him, Suisen." muttered Mayumi, crossing her arms over her chest.

"He's the new coach, Suisen-chan." responded Sugawara, and Suisen notably paled, her shoulders going tense.

"So... he'll be... around a lot." she said, watching as a ball rolled to her feet, and she quickly regained herself, about to go retrieve it for Yamaguchi when a shadow caught her eye, and she backed up from the doorway into Mayumi.

"Who are they?..." she muttered, and Mayumi glanced up to them.

"Some people the old man plays volleyball with. There here to practice with Karasuno, or something stupid like that." she grumbled, watching the men walk in out of the corner of her eye, though Suisen moved into her line of vision.

"Like, a match?" she asked, and Mayumi hesitated at that, shrugging her shoulders.

"I'd assume so." she said, and Suisen grinned, nodding her head.

"Do you want to bet on them?" asked Suisen, and Mayumi's eyebrows rose, and she nodded her head after a minute.

"But I get to chose what team I want first! You always chose first!" she said, turning and pointing a finger to the girl, and Suisen laughed, shrugging her shoulders.

"I suppose that's fair." she agreed, and the two shook on it, turning to watch as the teams were separated.

_"Hey, it's Asahi-san!"  
><em>

Mayumi hesitated at that, giving a mutter of, _'Fuck,' _glancing from Hinata to Sugawara.

"Ah, Hinata, be careful!" called Suisen, going over towards him, hoisting her up on her shoulders; he wobbled, before to steadied himself, calling a thank you down to her.

When Asahi rounded the corner, Mayumi allowed a small smile onto her face, though she quickly wiped it off, making sure Hinata got down from Suisen.

_"Hey, I need to borrow a setter from one of you guys." _

Mayumi blinked, turning away from Suisen at that, cutting their conversation short - she did not know much of volleyball, aside from the fact that Sugawara was a _setter_, and therefore paid more attention to this position than anything else.

_"Is everything alright?..." _muttered Suisen, though Mayumi did not respond to this question, stepping closer to the court as Sugawara stepped away from Kageyama.

_"You're not doing this for me, are you? If you're stepping down so I can step up, I'll refuse."_

Suisen reached out to stop Mayumi from taking another step forward, though she moved out of her grasp. _"Hey, don't talk to Suga like that-" _Mayumi began, though her and Sugawara exchanged brief looks, and everyone was surprised that she backed down at this, stepping back next to Suisen.

_"... Ever since Kageyama joined the team as the official setter, I've been relieved."_

Mayumi began to step forth again, her weight shifting uneasily from foot to foot, though Suisen managed to catch her this time, corralling her back.

_"The setter is the pillar of our team's offense. He must be the toughest of everyone. But I never felt confident about throwing tosses. I've been scared the spikers would repeatedly be blocked because of my tosses."_

Mayumi attempted to squirm free from Suisen's hold, though the grip only tightened on her wrist, and Mayumi had a difficult time not crying out in pain as Yoshiki had a few days prior.

_"So I hid behind Kageyama's overwhelming abilities, and enjoyed the relief."_

Mayumi turned away from both the scene in front of her and her friend beside her, looking to the wall, and she suddenly went limp in Suisen's hold. The blonde hesitated, glancing to her, and her grip loosened, though only barely, in case she were to attempt to wrestle her way free once again.

_"When I think of spikes getting blocked... It still scares me. But... Let me toss to you again, Asahi."_

At feeling the pulse slow down beneath her fingers, Suisen sighed, letting go of the wrist, and Mayumi quickly yanked it away, holding it against her chest and turning back.

_"That's why I'll be on their team, Kageyama."_

Mayumi took in a breath and slowly let it out through her nose, as if her own procedure to calm herself down, and Suisen watched this.

_"I won't let you outplay me."_

"I'm going to take a wild guess," said Suisen, shoving her hands into her pockets, and Mayumi glanced over to her, "and say that you're going to root for the team Sugawara's on."

Mayumi sighed, backing up and slumping against a wall. "I hate when he gets like that." she muttered, eyes still staring to the court. "All talking about how he's not good, and how scared he is about this stuff." However, she pushed off the wall quickly, signaling she wanted this to be the end of the conversation, heading over to the opposite side to the court.

"Alright, Suga! I'm counting on you!" she said, and the boy gave her a thumbs-up.

Suisen clapped her hands together for her team. "Alright, alright, Team Cookie Dough! Let's do this, alright?" she said, though, as she walked along the court to look over her team, she leaned forward onto her toes in an attempt to speak in Tsukishima's ear. _"Go a little easy on them, though, alright? They're old." _she said, and the two blondes exchanged snickers.

* * *

><p>Mayumi clapped for Sugawara, and had remarked, <em>"Suga's always been awesome, Noya!" <em>when Nishinoya commented on the boy, before Daichi had almost slipped in the puddle she'd earlier made.

Though both Suisen and Mayumi found this very funny, Daichi had to swallow the yelling beginning to produce in the back of his throat, telling her to go mop this up, and, after weighing her decisions, she decided this was _Daichi _asking her. Unable to think of anything bad he'd done to her in the past month, she figured she could go mop, and went over to clean as Daichi yelled at Tanaka for laughing.

_"Tanaka! Tanaka, don't cry! We don't have time for crying on Team Cookie Dough!"_

Mayumi hesitated at that, glancing up from her mopping; she thought this was a good enough job, and put the mop in the bucket, watching the match from the other side of the court for a moment, however, as she began to head back around, the yell coming from her team's side made her stop beside Suisen, and the blonde girl smiled, crossing her arms over her chest.

_**"Suga!"**_

Suisen chuckled, while Mayumi rolled her eyes, tossing her hair over her right shoulder, however she had a small smile on her face.

_"One more!"_

"I'm glad." said Mayumi, and Suisen nodded in response.

"I am, too - maybe now you won't have to skip your last class to talk to Sugawara. I'm tired of Yoshiki complaining to me - ah, wait, just a second. _Tsuki, Kageyan, stop talking! What do you think this is?! And - Tanaka, I told you to stop crying!"_

"Yoshiki's a dick." responded Mayumi, and Suisen laughed once she thought her team seemed in some sort of order. "I'm President. I'll walk around with whoever I want too. My shit gets done on time." she said, and Suisen muttered, _'Ah, shit,' _when the ball broke through Tsukishima, Tanaka, Kageyama's hands, though she'd expected this, and, if anything, her tone sounded just a little happy.

* * *

><p><em>"I fucking hate it when you win." <em>Suisen muttered to her friend beside her, glancing over to Mayumi, _"You always get that nasty peach ice cream that nobody else likes."_

_"Well, it's a good thing I'll be eating it, and not you."_ said Mayumi, crossing her arms over her chest, going gather up her bag - Suisen followed, saying, _"Yes, but it's still disgusting..."_

Mayumi shrugged her shoulders, bending over and picking up a pencil that had fallen out, pointing it towards Suisen. "You know what's disgusting? Mint ice cream." she stated matter-of-factually, and Suisen sounded rather offended by this.

_"Karasuno, fight!"_

_"Yeah!"_

Suisen snatched the pencil, tossing it somewhere towards a corner of the gym, and, once she'd glanced around and made sure Sugawara had nod seen, she turned back to Mayumi, who slung her bag over her shoulder, watching it hit the wall.

"You can throw pretty far." remarked Mayumi, holding back a snicker, and Suisen rolled her eyes at that with a loud groan.

* * *

><p><em>"Suga, Suga, give me some of that."<em>

Though Sugawara had assured Suisen that he did not need a whole carton of ice cream, Suisen had bought him one regardless, and now he carried a container of strawberry.

The boy nodded his head, and, from up ahead of them, Suisen glanced back over her shoulder, grimacing as she watched. Sugawara dug at the ice cream with his spoon, holding it out for her, and she leaned up, letting him put the plastic spoon in her mouth.

_"Mayumi, let me try that, too." _said Sugawara, and Mayumi nodded, scooping at the peach ice cream she held against her chest, standing on her toes to do the same for him, and Suisen groaned.

_"You two are so sickeningly cute to each other." _she said, and, while Sugawara's face went aflame, Mayumi stomped her feet at her friend, who shoved her headphones back into her ears.

* * *
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	7. Chapter 7

Mayumi came in carried upon the back of Asahi; her purse's strap was hung in the crook of her elbow, while, after several moments of whining, Sugawara had agreed to carry her bag for her.

_"Mayumi-chan, you're really heavy..." _the large boy had breathed out once, adjusting his arms underneath her, and her head had shot up from his shoulder.

"Asahi, are you calling me _fat_?!" she howled out, and Asahi teetered just barely in shock.

"W-what?! No!" he had protested, though Suisen laughed, glancing back at them.

"You know, Mayumi," she began, hoisting the straps of her bright orange backpack up on her shoulders, "if you started running with me in the mornings, Asahi wouldn't think you're so heavy!"

Asahi had sputtered. "M-Mayumi-chan, I didn't _mean that_!" he cried out, though she did not easily believe him, Suisen running ahead from the chaos she'd caused.

"Well, _God_, Asahi, if you think I'm so _heavy_, why don't you just put me down?!"

"Hey, hey!" Suisen called back to them, "Never mind, we're here!"

Mayumi shook Asahi's shoulders. "Bet you're glad, now that you don't have to carry something so _heavy_!" she wailed, though Sugawara came to his rescue, helping Mayumi down from him. She took her bag from him and headed inside as Asahi called apologies to her, and, after a moment, Suisen buzzed after her.

She brushed past Tsukishima - _"The fuck outta my way." _she had muttered, and he shot her a look that she ignored, dragging her bag behind her. Suisen gave a halfhearted apology, though said that maybe he _should_ move out of a girl's way, and, when he glared, she glared back; however, when Sugawara walked into the room, she laughed this off and continued on her way behind Mayumi - they both stayed hidden until dinner time arose.

_"My whole Summer break!"_

"Maybe you should calm down, Mayumi..."

_"I could be over at Kagome's with Ayane, right now! I could be going to the beach with them, tomorrow!"_

"H-hey, don't eat so fast!"

_"Yoshiki offered to cover this for me, and I was like-" _Her hand swept in front of her, across the table, and Narita's head jumped back as it nicked his nose. (_"Sorry!" _she spat out to him, though he assured her this was fine.) _"- _'No, _Vice President, _no need to worry! Your faithful _President's _got this all covered, thanks!' _which was most _obviously _a mistake on my part!"_

Her fork shot out, pointed towards Hinata, and she made a motion to his plate. _"Are you going to eat that?!" _she barked, and Suisen hesitated, reaching out for the fork and pushing it away from the petrified first-year.

"Hinata, Hinata, don't give her any of your food..." she muttered, giving an awkward laugh, turning back to her friend. "She ate too fast. It's her own fault." she scolded, though Mayumi paid her no mind.

_"How am I supposed to entertain myself here?!" _she cried out, sweeping up her cup, though suddenly slammed it back down on the table, enough to make both Hinata and Suisen jump.

She pointed back towards the first-years, a golden nail marking its victims, her fork confiscated from her.

_"You two!" _she exclaimed, and Kageyama looked up this time. _"I'm going to draw you two, tomorrow!"_

At the stares she received, she continued, motioning again with her hand, spreading it wide, as if she were about to address the whole table, and was careful not to hit Narita once again.

"I've drawn these losers way too much!" she said, though none of those listening seemed too awfully bothered by her comment. "I need a change of pace, and first-years sound like the right way to do it!"

The two first-years in front of her hesitated, glancing to each other and exchanging glances, though she'd seemed to of already decided for them, swooping up her fork back from Suisen and stabbing at Hinata's plate.

"Alright, then!" she said, and the boy paled, jumping back away from her in his seat.

_"H-Hayashi-senpai!"_

* * *

><p>She looked particularly strange without make-up - her eyes appeared even smaller, and perhaps a little swollen, as if she'd spent the previous night crying.<p>

"Hayashi-senpai!"

Mayumi hesitated at hearing the voice booming over her headphones - she glanced up, and yanked them from her ears at seeing Hinata standing there in front of her.

She paused, and, when he too stayed quiet, she opened her mouth. "... Can I help you?" she questioned, and the small boy hesitated, his cheeks lighting aflame in red.

"I-I..." he swallowed, attempting to regain himself, "I wanted to know if I could see your drawings of us, Hayashi-senpai!"

Mayumi hesitated, though, after a moment, she gave a quiet scoff, sitting up; Hinata jumped in shock when she patted the spot on the gym floor beside her, and he stiffly sat down, watching as she grabbed for a notebook, yanking it out from underneath the napping Suisen.

The pages of the notebook appeared frayed and yellowed from what he could only guess - from the bottle beside her - were tea stains. The cover was red and gratified with signatures and stickers, though he was unable to look over many of them as she began flipping through sheets.

"This is my old sketchbook." she said, glancing to him out of the corner of her eyes, watching him shake, and he nodded his head quickly to show he was listening.

"Ah - here." she placed her thumb in-between two pages, flicking them back to reveal one littered with the scratches of a pen, and Hinata marveled, leaning over her shoulder as she pointed different scenarios out to him. There was Ukai standing on his podium, Kiyoko handing him a volleyball; Tanaka and Nishinoya sharing a high-five; Daichi drinking from his water bottle; Sugawara glancing over his shoulder. Squeezed between the sketches, calligraphy spread out and swirled around the drawings, looking to be lyrics of a song she'd been listening to. There was a certain ragged look to the vignettes that was appealing and painstaking, while the script was sleek and precise, and Hinata couldn't help himself as he clapped his hands together.

"Wow, those look nice, Hayashi-senpai!" he said, and, when she laughed at him, only the tips of his ears turned red.

"Well, thanks, Hinata. Here are you guys." she said, flipping a page back for him, where the writing was still visible, expanding across the top of the page to title it _'The First-Years_,' an intricate design of a slim feather underlining the lettering. His eyes immediately set out across the page in attempt to find himself - and there he was! He was midair, hand reaching out to hit one of Kageyama's tosses, eyes closed tight; beside him, Kageyama was crouching down and pulling on his running shoes; and, below them, Tsukishima and Yamaguchi stood side-by-side, the blond boy scowling down at something, his eyes directed to the left corner of the page.

_"I look so cool!" _Hinata laughed, and she smiled, Suisen reaching out in her sleep and swatting at the two of them, mumbling something about behind quiet.

"What're you yelling about?" asked Kageyama, walking to them with his water bottle in hand, and the two redheads glanced up, Hinata answering.

"Hayashi-senpai drew us!" he voiced, holding the sketchbook out to the noirette, and he hesitated, reaching down to take it from him. As Hinata, his eyes searched for himself - at seeing him, his cheeks were dusted with a brief pink, and, as he gave it back, he glanced away, avoiding eye contact with both Hinata and Mayumi.

"Don't we look cool, Kageyama?!" exclaimed the boy, pumping his fists in the air, and, in response, Kageyama stayed silent, causing Hinata's hands to pause.

"Huh? Kageyama?..."

"How did you draw me like that? Did you stare at me that long?..."

Mayumi paused at that, before breaking into laughter so loud it awoke Suisen - the girl jumped up, her blonde hair tossed up into a topsy-turvy mess of a bun. Once she'd calmed down, her cackling dying down into bubbling giggles, she lifted her hand, tapping at her temple.

"_Eidetic memory_." she told him, smiling at his chagrined face. "Cool, right?! Plus, people tend to make a lot of the same faces. So, if I didn't catch it one time, more than likely, I did again."

Hinata grinned, jumping towards the girl, reaching out and taking her hands before she could yank away. "Hayashi-senpai, _you're so cool_!" he cried out, and she gave a smile to the younger boy.

"Well, thanks, Hinata_, _but I was just kidding-"

_"Hayashi-senpai, teach me how to draw like that!"_

Her eyes flashed, and suddenly she didn't have the heart to tell the boy about her joke.

"Ah - alright, Hinata, if that's what you really want!" she said, a large smile taking over her round face. "You should join Peinto-sensei's basic drawing class, so you can learn all about-"

There was a loud howl from across the gym, and a volleyball sailed just barely by Mayumi's head, bouncing off the wall behind her - she swiveled, her face red and wild.

_"Little demon, don't try to corrupt the first-years!"_

She dropped Hinata's hands to blindly grope for the volleyball behind her, keeping her eyes locked with Tanaka's, her eyebrows furrowed together. _"He wants to learn how to draw, stupid-"_

The boy scoffed, reaching to snatch a ball from Tsukishima's hands, though he cast Tanaka an incredulous look, backing out of his line of reach. _"As if anybody would want to learn from you!"_

Mayumi forgot the ball, looking around for a certain face; and, once she'd found it, her voice rose, and he jumped just slightly. _"Suga, are you going to let your friends talk to me like that?!"_

Tanaka spat in her direction. _"You two aren't together, don't talk to him like you are!"_

The ball was remembered and she quickly turning, swooping it up in her arms. _"I was talking to _Suga_, not you!" _she cried out, reeling back her hand and closing her eyes as she threw the volleyball - though she had been aiming for his face, it hit him dead in his abdomen, and he doubled over, clutching at his stomach.

_"M-Mayumi!" _Sugawara began in a scolding tone, though she cut him off, opening her eyes to point at him with a red nail.

"I see, _now _you care!" she claimed, throwing her arms up into the air, letting that voice her displeasure, though Tanaka remained wheezing.

* * *

><p>The boy had been walking down the hallway, humming to himself absentmindedly and on his way to the restroom when a clatter about five feet behind him made him jump.<p>

His head whipped around, searching for Tanaka who might perhaps be playing a joke on him, when he realized - no, the sound was coming from inside a room, and, if he backtracked his steps, he could hear talking from inside.

_"You guys are too busy with practice. I don't want to bother you guys anymore than I have too."_

Hinata blinked his eyes, attempting to place the voice - he though it, at first, sounded like Hayashi-senpai, though the words and tone were much too kind to be her.

_"I'm sure no one would mind, Mayumi."_

He figured that this other voice had just mixed up names. On the other side of the door, there was a pause, and Sugawara's brow just barely furrowed in worry, looking down at the sitting girl.

_"Mayumi?..."_

She suddenly shot up, her shoulders squared, and she turned sharpy on her heel, hair thrown over her shoulder.

_"Ugh, fine, I'll talk to them! I hate when you're like this!"_

Hinata hesitated, and briefly registered that, _yes, this is Hayashi-senpai_, before he heard footsteps, and began to panic. Stumbling out of the way, somebody plucked him up by the collar of his shirt, yanking them back into him, and he was about to cry out when they leaned over his shoulder, and the face of Suisen smiled at him, pressing a finger to her quirked lips just as the door slid open.

Mayumi stomped out - behind her, Sugawara called out her name one last time, though she didn't respond, closing the door and turning, storming off down the hallway. The two stayed still until she'd rounded a corner, and Hinata let out a relieved breath as Suisen dropped his collar.

"Ah - thank you, Ueda-senpai!" he said, turning towards her, and she gave a soft laugh, causing his cheeks to grow red. "I-I didn't mean to eavesdrop-"

Her laugh grew louder, cutting him off, and she shook her head. "Please, Hinata! Why do you think I was heading down here?!" she claimed, and the boy hesitated, for, though her words sounded sincere, there was just the slightest falter in her smiling.

* * *

><p>There were grumbles pooling out of his mouth as he pushed open the door - the smell of paints and glue almost immediately overwhelmed him, and he took a moment before he slowly slid a long leg into the room, looking around for its inhabitants.<p>

He'd seen sent here by his seniors in search of a Mayumi Hayashi - he'd thrown up loud protests, asking why _he_, of all people, had to be the one to go fetch the brat, though had been pushed on his way regardless, and he could only think that it was simply because nobody else wanted to deal with her.

_"Ah... There!"_

In the corner of the room, besides the computers - where one was booming with music - a girl up-righted herself, pushing aside champagne hued bangs. They stuck to her sweaty forehead, and were plastered with the red paint that was also staining her hands.

_"Hm... Maybe that looks a little bit too bloody, though? No, no! There's no such thing!" _

She laughed at herself, before placing her hands to her hips to admire her work, ignoring the hand-prints she'd left on the black material, and cocked her hip at an angle as she thought. She hummed softly along with the computer, before she hesitated, turning on her heel towards the doorway, and smiled at Tsukishima.

_"Oh - hey! Sorry I didn't notice you sooner!"_

He hesitated, and gave a grunt that she didn't bother to listen too, going over towards the sink, peeling her hands from her hips to wash her hands, using her dripping fingertips in an attempt to wipe the paint from her locks - her hair was short, just barely grazing her shoulders, and curled upwards in little springs. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eyes; she had a thin waist, however, as his eyes slid down her body, he noticed that her hips popped out to accommodate her large thighs, which were disproportional from the rest of her frame.

_"Cute face, slim waist, she's got 'em in a craze-"_

Tsukishima hesitated, and clucked his tongue in quiet annoyance as he lifted his eyes, watching as she turned to face him, drying her hands on a stained, ragged towel.

"Alright, alright!" she began, and began walking towards him - he blinked, and, suddenly, she was in front of him, pointing her finger to his chest. "How can I help you?"

_"And she's so fine, she thinks she's so damn fine._

_She might be fine, but she ain't worth _

_a second of your time."_

Tsukishima frowned at her, taking a step away from her protruding nail. "I was sent up here for Hayashi-san." he said, and she hesitated, blinking up at him, before she broke out in a catlike grin.

"You're a part of the volleyball team! I recognize you now." she exclaimed, and nodded to herself. "Go ahead and sit down. She ran out with Ayane to go to the bathroom, so she should be back soon." she said, and motioned with a cardinal-colored hand to one of the many paint splattered tables. "Yoshiki's supposed to of already cleaned up the tables, but he's _so _behind, Tsukki." she stated, and, if she saw the look Tsukishima sent her, she didn't show it.

_"You're as fake as the moans you make,_

_and you're as weak as the hearts you break._

_You're as fake as the moans you make,_

_so just give us -_

_give us a little break."_

"My name's Kagome, by the way." she said, and, when Tsukishima muttered, _"I don't care." _she seemed only a little bothered as she padded back over to her original corner beside the computers, her disproportional hips doing just a slight sway to the time of the music.

_"And she's fresh to death, she'll be the death of you;_

_Seduction leads to destruction._

_Yeah, she's fresh to death, she'll be the death of me.  
><em>

_She's fresh -_

_she's fresh, but not so clean."_

When he noticed her turning back to talk to him, Tsukishima quickly adverted his gaze, looking around the room - tables were pushed away from the spot opposite Kagome, the sink separating them, where a tarp was laid down across the floor, two easels facing away from him. Aprons were cast over both the stools in front of them, and he wondered briefly if they belonged to Mayumi and Ayane before he decided he also did not care on that matter, and looked away.

_"You're as fake as the moans you make,_

_and you're as weak as the hearts you break._

_You're as fake as the moans you make-"_

_"W-what're you doing in here?!"_

For once, Tsukishima was glad that the girl had intervened, for he had been getting very tired of that awful, _awful _song.

He turned towards Mayumi, and she stepped into the classroom with a jingle of keys that were clipped to the waistband of her shorts. Behind her, a petite girl followed, and, when Tsukishima glanced to her, she looked away.

"Sugawara wanted to talk to you." he said, and she gave a grumble, pointing towards the sink - Tsukishima, however, did not glance back at it.

"_I know_!" she snapped, and he shrugged his shoulders at her. "He texted me and told me earlier, but I'm busy! _Aren't you guys busy, too?!" _she cried, and Ayane hesitated, reaching up to her and giving her shoulder a pat that was brushed off.

There was a flash to Tsukishima's eyes, and he gave a laugh that the girls hesitated at. _"Trouble in paradise?" _he asked, and there was just a brief stumble in Mayumi's breathing before she screamed.

_"Excuse me?!"_

She stepped forward - Ayane hesitated, and grabbed at her. She caught the strap of her tanktop, and, luckily, that seemed to do - for the moment - just enough to hold Mayumi back.

_"Who do you think you are?! I'll tell you who you are! You are a _first-year_, and you shouldn't be asking anything about your seniors' relationships - e-even if they are nonexistent, mind you!"_

"Hayashi-senpai!"

The girl hesitated, turning towards the voice, and, after a moment of making sure Mayumi wasn't going to dart off, Ayane released the strap.

"So many first-years today! The art room's such a busy place during summer break." said Kagome, popping up from behind the sink, and smiled at Hinata and Kageyama. "What about you two, eh? Is there something we can do to help you?"

"Suisen-san sent us." responded Kageyama, and Kagome reached for the towel once again, scrubbing at her hands.

"Since Tsukishima was taking too long." muttered Hinata to Mayumi, and she gave a small smile to him, before shaking her head.

"You guys should be practicing! I don't see why they're sending so many people down to look at me. I texted Suga back to tell him I'd talk to him later." she said, and Hinata faltered just briefly, about to ask her to come talk to Ueda-senpai when there was a cough from behind them.

"Excuse me. _Ah, why are there so many people in here?..._"

Hinata glanced back over his shoulder, craning his neck - he jumped back behind Kageyama, making way for the blond boy standing outside the doorway, carrying a plastic bag in his hand.

"Thank you." he said, and stepped into the room - the tiny, golden ponytail he'd managed to yank his hair back into bounced limply with his steps, and he swung his long arm back, tossing the bag onto a table. Its contents spilled, bottles rolling out, and Ayane hesitated, going to pick them up and align them in a row.

"They were out of peach tea," said the boy, nudging Mayumi with his elbow, and her head shot up to look at him, "so I got you lemon."

"You're kidding me." she said, shoving his shoulder gently, and he smiled at her.

"I am, I am." he said, and she smiled back, shoving his shoulder hard enough this time to make the gargantuan boy stumble just barely. "Hey," he began, sliding out a chair and falling down into it, pointing with his thumb towards the three other boys. "Who are they?"

"Oh - them?" she asked, glancing towards them, and she shook her head before turning back. "You met them the other day. They're the first-years from the volleyball club." she told him, and he gave a memorable nod.

"Boys," she began, addressing them, holding her hand out to the man - and, this time, he allowed it with no objections. "This is Yoshiki Suzumiya. He introduced himself the other day, though made himself out as an ass."

Kagome rose her hand, waving it and drawing their attention. "He is an ass, about sixty percent of the time." she voiced, and Yoshiki frowned, reaching for a can of coffee and throwing it in her direction - she caught it, however, with a victorious laugh.

"That is true." Mayumi agreed with a nod of her head, and Yoshiki spun to her, stretching out to hit her in her hip with a, _"Hey!" _though Mayumi stepped away. "He's the Vice President of the art club, if you can't remember that from before."

Yoshiki turned towards the first-years, and Hinata did his best to stay still from behind Kageyama, though his hands were shaking. His eyes were a deep blue and had a shine to them that resembled a beetle's shell - his eyebrows were furrowed, and Hinata thought, that, if the art club was full of such intimidating fellows, he did not want to learn how to draw. He imagined foxes circling a lost crow, golden and auburn and hazel and champagne pink tails flowing behind them as the snapped their great fangs at him, and - and then, the golden fox's eyebrows lifted and he smiled at him, dimples and all.

"It's nice to meet you guys, then. I'll be coming to your next game with Nekoma." he told them, and Hinata hesitated, stepping out from his cover of Kageyama to look down to Yoshiki in his chair.

"You are?..." he asked, and the boy nodded his head, however it was Kagome to ask, tossing her towel over her shoulder and hopping towards them.

"We all are! We don't have anything planned for the rest of summer break, so we thought it'd be fun to come help Mayumi take pictures." she said, clasping hands with Hinata. He glanced down, and, at catching sight of her stained hands, he stared, and she paused, looking down to them as well.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, and let go of his hands to hold them out, palm up. "I'm not good at the paper and pen kinda stuff like those three are, I'm better at three-dimensional and the like. I'm working on something right now, actually! Do you want to see?" she asked him, and, though he was beginning to nod, she was already beginning to tug him along to her corner. She pushed him forward, and he stepped just barely on her tarp, looking down to it, and-

_"I think I'm going to throw up." _he said, cradling his stomach, and Kagome jumped away as the boy ran out of the room.

_"Kagome!" _snapped Yoshiki, and she held up her hands to show her innocence, shaking her head vigorously.

_"N-no! Nonononono! I didn't do anything!" _she cried out, glancing down to her tarp, and she frowned at her work. "Ahh! I knew something was wrong with it! _It's so horrible it made a first-year puke!_"

Her watery eyes looked around the room, and her finger marking her victim as it shot out towards Kageyama. "Y-you! _Kageyama, yes, that's your name! _Come here and tell me what is wrong, please!" she begged, and the boy hesitated, glancing around for help, though the three elders quickly turned away while Tsukishima snickered.

After a moment, he peeked back to Kagome, and, at seeing her still staring at him, he let out a breath, and steeled himself. _It can't be that bad, right? _he bargained with himself as he stepped towards her, _The idiot just has a weak stomach, that's all._

He peered over the sink to check his chances, though blinked and stumbled back - Kagome whined and reached out, snatching up his wrist and pulling him further towards her tarp, where what the poor boy could only describe as a mauling victim laid.

"The... intestines... look realistic." he uttered the only thing he could think of, and she yelled out in aggravation, dropping his wrist.

"This is practice, so it's only the torso, but I didn't think it'd be _that _bad!" she claimed, and Mayumi appeared in-between them, gazing down at the tarp, and shook her head.

"It's only practice. It's fine, Kagome!" she said, attempting to do her best to soothe the girl, and Kageyama manged to pry his eyes away, looking towards her.

"What... is this even for?..." he asked, and Kagome glanced up to him, blinking her eyes in an attempt to rid them of threatening tears.

_"For the cultural festival!" _she said, and, from behind them, Tsukishima spoke.

_"That's not until November." _he said, and Mayumi turned towards him with a frown.

_"Yes, thank you!" _she snapped, and Kagome spoke back up.

"The art club hosts a haunted house every year, and Mayumi's super serious about it. I make most of the models and everything, so I practice throughout the year-" she suddenly cut herself off and turned towards the model with a scream, _"Does it really look that bad?!" _she cried out, and the two closest to her jumped away.

"I-it looks fine, Kagome, really!" said Mayumi, and Yoshiki spoke from across the room.

"He probably puked because it was so good." he said, unscrewing the cap to the bottle of Ayane's juice for her, and she muttered a thank you as she accepted it back. He shrugged however as he reached to the line of drinks, grabbing his own bottle of Yakult, leaving Mayumi's tea left. "It's your call, though. We have to November, just practice more if you think it isn't right."

There was a pause from the other three, Tsukishima not minding where the conversation was going, taking glances to the doorway and thinking of leaving. Ayane glanced to Yoshiki and shook her head, sitting her bottle of apple juice on the table. _"That's disgusting." _she murmured in regards to his Yakult, and the boy hesitated, smirking at her.

_"No it's not, Ayane-chan! It's good, and it's healthy for you." _he taunted her, though a pout formed, and he lamented, _"I like the grape kind more, but they were out. Original's just fine, though! Smell it, Ayane-chan!"_

He reached to bottle out to her, holding it underneath her nose, and she grabbed hold of the bottom of her chair as she scooted away. _"Please stop." _she told him, and, though he laughed, he obeyed.

Kagome brightened up, clapping her hands together, and it brought the other two to life. "Alright, alright! Yoshiki's right. I'm gonna work on my model, and Yoshiki and Mayumi should work on their paintings!" she said, glancing to Mayumi, and, over at the table, Yoshiki blanched, sitting his bottle down.

The named girl however glanced away immediately, turning towards Kageyama with a lough loud and forced enough to make him cringe. "Ah, sorry, sorry! How about you go get Hinata, alright? And-" she broke away from him and headed towards the computers, plucking a pencil from the a keyboard and getting a piece of paper from the desk. She scribbled for a moment, paused and looked down at the sheet, before scribbling for another moment. "-Here, here, give this to Suisen." she said as she folded it, heading over to him, and lowered her voice. "I just text her, but now Yoshiki's here, and he won't let me. Thanks!"

She waited for no response, glancing towards the door, and, Kageyama, realizing she wanted him to leave _now_, hesitated, before he left the room after Tsukishima.

He heard the screaming behind the closed door, though decided to pay it no mind, heading down the hallway in search of Hinata.

* * *

><p><em>"S-sorry I'm late!"<em>

The girls hesitated, looking away from their president, and Kagome frowned at him.

"It's not like you to be late, Yoshiki!" she voiced, watching as he jogged his way up the stairs, planting his hands to knees as he panted.

"I-I-"

Suisen glanced up from Mayumi's purse, cocking her head at the boy. "Ah - Yoshiki, you have paint on your cheek." she observed before turning back to the bag - she dug around, pushing aside piles of make-up, plucking a packet of wet wipes out and handing them to Ayane, who, in turn, offered them to Yoshiki.

He hesitated, standing up, and rubbed at his cheek, though Suisen tapped her own. "Other side." she instructed him, and he blinked, quickly switching hands.

Mayumi blinked her eyes to him expectantly as she worked to get the packet open - Ayane worked it out of his shaking hands, and undid it for him, retrieving a wet wipe for him.

"You worked on your painting this morning." she said, and the boy paled, before giving a soft chuckle, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a keyring.

"I stole your keys to the art room last night, sorry." he murmured, and she snatched them back from him, tossing them to Suisen - the girl hesitated, giving a gasp, though, looking up to Mayumi and sensing this wasn't the time, she instead just grumbled the insults she wanted to say under her breath.

_"We're supposed to work on the paintings together! That's the whole point!" _she snapped, and the boy jumped, taking a step away.

"B-b-but, you're so far ahead of me! If won't matter if we worked together or not if we don't meet the deadline!" he cried out, and, suddenly, there were tears in his eyes. He bent of towards Mayumi to look her in her eyes, though, instead, she shook him, setting the tears free.

_"That doesn't - you know what, we don't even have time for this!" _she exclaimed, and ripped away from him, turning towards Kagome. "Alright, girls - Kagome, I want you two over on the left of me, okay?" she instructed, and the girls glanced to each other before nodding, heading off in their separate directions, murmuring a soft prayer for Yoshiki.

Her eyes looked up to him, and he cringed, pulling away the wipe to reveal a smear of red paint. "And you!" she spat, pointing her finger. "I want _you _to go right across from me, so I can keep an eye on you!" she said, and, when he opened his mouth to object, her heel shot out and she stomped on his big toe, enough pressure to make him cry out.

_"Okay, okay, Miss President!" _he whined, and she nodded his head, yanking her foot away - he sulked on his way walking around to stand across the bleachers from Mayumi, a limp to his step, and, once there, he looked up, and, when she gave a thumbs-up, he gave a thumbs-down.

Suisen spoke up as she watched them, sitting aside her friend's purse with a jingle that drew her attention. "Are you still mad at Sugawara?" she asked, and Mayumi gave a sigh, going to sit beside her, fiddling with her camera.

"I already told you, I wasn't mad before, and I'm not now. Didn't you read the letter Kageyama gave you?" she asked, and Suisen snatched the camera away.

"Hey, hey, look at me. I can't believe a word you say with you looking like that." Suisen huffed, and, after a moment, Mayumi obeyed, her brow furrowed. "That's better. I did, but that doesn't mean it's the truth. Hinata and I heard you and Suga the other night."

Mayumi rolled her eyes, glancing away, and, just as Suisen was about to smack her thigh, she turned back. "I know. We weren't even fighting, though. I just got mad." she murmured, and her friend cocked her head, blonde curls falling to her right.

"Why?" she questioned, and, when Mayumi scoffed, she up-righted her head.

"You know why, Suisen. I don't want to ask and intervene with any of-" she spread her hand wide, addressing the gymnasium below. "-_this_, that they've got going on."

Suisen glanced down to the lined up teams and shook her head, giving a soft laugh. "I'm sure they wouldn't mind. It'd only be a day or two, right?" she said, looking back to Mayumi, and she sighed, running a hand through her bangs.

"I don't have a choice. I already stomped out of there like a badass, I can't just go back now-"

_"Let's play!"_

Mayumi hesitated at that, and jumped up from her seat - she grabbed her camera back from Suisen, stepping towards the fencing, wrapping the strap around her wrist as she clapped for the teams below.

After a moment, Suisen sighed, slowly rocking herself out of her seat as well, going to stand beside her friend.

* * *

><p><em>"They're good, aren't they?"<em>

Yoshiki paused for a moment at that, lazily rolling the camera around in his palm.

"If you want me to be honest, they're better than I expected them to be. Especially that small one. What did you say his name was?"

"Hinata."

"Yeah, yeah. Hinata. I didn't expect him to be so fast, either."

Mayumi nodded her head - along in the game, she'd gone around to check on the three members of her club, though had stopped with Yoshiki when he began a conversation.

"I didn't, either, when I first saw him. It's nice, isn't it? How... _infatuated_ they are, with the game?" she hesitated, and glanced towards Yoshiki, cocking her head. "That's the right word, isn't it?"

Yoshiki shrugged his shoulders, flipping the camera over and holding it up. "It sounds like it is." he said, snapping a picture, and Mayumi leaned over him to get a view of it.

"That's nice." she commented, and he gave another shrug.

_"Eh." _he replied, and glanced out of her out of the corner of his eyes before opening his mouth to speak once again, disturbing the moment of quiet between the two of them. "Were you really mad I worked without you?" he asked, and she laughed, looking up to him briefly.

"No." she responded, turning back to the game below. "I was mad I didn't think of it first." she said, and Yoshiki joined in with her laughter.

"What're you painting, though, Yoshiki?" she asked, and he hesitated, looking away as well.

"I can't tell you. You know that." he grumbled, and she rolled her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest.

"That's such a stupid rule." she muttered back, shaking her head. "I mean, what if we unveil our paintings, and they turn out to be different versions of the same thing? Won't that be embarrassing?" she asked him, leaning into him, and he frowned, leaning away.

"We won't paint the same thing." he said defiantly, and Mayumi frowned at his response.

"What makes you so sure about that?" she countered, and he shrugged, placing his elbow to the railing, leaning his chin down into his palm.

"We're not the same person." Yoshiki said, and she hesitated. For a moment, she managed to stay quiet, before she huffed and said:

_"That's stupid, too. You're stupid, Yoshiki."_

* * *

><p>"We were here for <em>so <em>long!"

Kagome stretched to the side, cracking her back - she gave a pleased gasp, standing up straight and reaching for her camera back from Ayane.

"It was fun, though." voiced the girl, giving a small smile, shrugging her shoulders. "Even if we stayed really late. I guess we signed up for that, though, when Mayumi asked for help."

Kagome shrugged at that, sliding her camera back into its carrier bag, and glanced back to her president. "Ah... I suppose. You're right, though." she said, turning back to Ayane. "I had fun at the last one, too, but this one was better, I think. Everyone was in such high spirits, even when they lost. It was nice."

Ayane hesitated, and blinked up to her friend - Kagome blinked, and went about fixing her hair, adjusting the strawberry hair clip that pinned back her bangs.

"Wah, is something wrong, Ayane?..." she asked, undoing the clip and beginning to redo it, checking her reflection in her phone's screen, and the smaller girl smiled, shaking her head.

"No, no. I'm just surprised to hear you talk about that." she said, holding her hand up to her mouth as she laughed, and Kagome paused, dropping the clip.

_"D-don't laugh at me like that, Ayane!" _she cried out, reaching down to scoop up the pin, though Ayane continued until her laughs had died down into sputtering giggles.

_"So, you had fun, then?" _

Yoshiki hesitated, glancing away from the two girls, and he smiled down to his president, nodding his head.

"A lot more than I expected to." he admitted, and Mayumi grinned at him, nodding her head.

"I'm glad." she said, and reached for her vice president's hands - he paused, watching as they were grabbed, and attempted to yank away almost immediately.

_"Then you won't have a problem with helping me again, Vice President!"_

_"W-what? N-no! I never agreed to that! Mayumi, Mayumi, stop, stopstopstop! That hurts!"_

Mayumi smiled up to the boy as he continued struggling, though, when she heard a voice from behind, she dropped his hands and spun around, Yoshiki cradling his fingers against his chest.

_"Are you going to ask when we get back?"_

Mayumi let out a breath at seeing Suisen, and she laughed, shaking her head. "No... Not after a day like this. Maybe another time." she said, and, after a moment, Suisen laughed again, stepping towards her.

"Yeah... That sounds like a good idea." she agreed, patting her on the back just slightly hard enough for Mayumi to cringe each time in pain.

* * *

><p><strong>I didn't mean for this to get so long and just run on and on and on and on and on forever but it happened! This took so long to get out, and I started working on it awhile ago and only got about six hundreds in before sitting it to the side, but today (i guess technically yesterday wahh) I made myself sit down and write it all out. Some parts I'm proud of, some not! I hope it's not too noticeable where I started getting tired ahhhhhhh<strong>

**princessinshiningarmor: ahhh, there isn't a lot of mayumi and suga in this chapter (there isn't a lot of anything even though it's so long wahhh) but I do have a lot planning to stem from this chapter! :D**

**akagami hime chan: Wah, thank you, I hope you like this one, too~! ^^**

**NoxBlade1254: Uwah, thank you! :D**


	8. Chapter 8

**ahhhhh**

**I've had writer's block for awhile - finally, I'm able to sit down and actually write! I've had ideas floating around, I'm glad I'm able to get them out now.**

* * *

><p>They were friends since their younger years - this fact of their <em>"relationship" <em>was undoubtedly solidified.

A list of other things were certain: though their mothers forced them together, they had grown close and were almost inseparable - they were often seen roaming the halls, their voices lowering to whispers and empty pauses in their conversations whenever others passed by them; they had became such a normal sight together that the art club murmured to each other whenever he was not seen walking their president to class, and his volleyball team cocked their heads in question when she was not sitting in her corner of the gym, her chin resting in her palm, feigning boredom, though they all knew she would not bother coming if she were truly bored-

And then, there finally came the day where she was not sitting in her corner.

A day, they understood, and brushed off - it was understandable, sometimes she was busy, and she would simply be back tomorrow, they bargained; the third, they were tempted to catch her in the halls and ask her if something was amiss; a week, and they did, though it was her turn to brush them off, calling over her shoulder that she was busy and that she'd be back soon, and _Suisen is there instead, isn't that fine?_

Sugawara was just as confused, and then his team became swooped up in the hustle and bustle of training for preliminaries, and there was no longer any time to be confused.

_"What're you doing?"_

The redheaded girl jumped slightly in her chair, though, at recognizing the voice, she didn't glance up from her screen, chewing on the tip of her mechanical pencil with her bucked front teeth.

"Printing off some pictures." She spoke through the pencil as he sat down beside her, leaning over her shoulder to examine her screen, his head cocked.

"For the volleyball team?" he questioned, and she scoffed, holding the pencil between her teeth as she lifted her hand to brush back her bangs.

"For who else?" she responded back, and Yoshiki rolled his eyes.

"You haven't even been going to their practices, _President_." he sneered, typing in the password to his computer. He didn't give her time to respond, however, before he opened his mouth once again. "Ah, it's too quiet in here. Why aren't you listening to music?" he asked, glancing at her out of the corner of his eyes, watching her chew, chew, chew.

"I didn't plan on being up here so long. I'm almost done with the pictures, anyway. I just have to finish Hinata's." she told him without glancing towards him, and he rolled his eyes once again without another word.

_"When was it when we first met?_

_How many years have passed since that spring?_

_You're that girl who always smiles silently._

__Our classes were different so I always tried to search for an excuse to see you._"_

Mayumi's eyes widened, and she finally looked towards Yoshiki, pulling the pencil from her mouth. "You know I hate this song." she said, and he shrugged his shoulder, placing his elbows to the table and resting his chin in his palm.

"You're almost done, anyway." he said, and she gave a quiet huff, looking over her shoulder as the printer jolted to life.

_"When was it when we first talked?_

_Was it me who called out to you first?_

_Before I knew it we were talking about random things."_

"It's so cheesy." she said, turning back around, grabbing the envelopes of pictures and adjusting them, the top labeled with Daichi Sawamura's name, small scrawl underneath it that Yoshiki could not see, even as he squinted.

Mayumi paused when Yoshiki did not respond - she glanced up from her stack of envelopes, her hands still encasing them, and blinked in surprise as she stared into lapis, half-lidded eyes; they looked black so close up, or perhaps she just thought so because of the golden eyelashes that blanketed them.

_"Your calm reaction to all the teasing we got was strangely making us closer -_

_But, hey, did you know?"_

She told herself to back away, to scoot backwards in her chair and pretend as if this was not yet another time they'd gotten so close, and yet she stayed still, able to feel warm breath against her lips he inched closer, closer, _closer-_

_"If only I had the courage to close the remaining ten centimeter gap-"_

She shot up and out of her chair, with almost enough force to knock it over.

"O-oh, would you look at that?!" she cried out, scooping the envelopes up in her arms; several threatened to fall out, though she hugged them against her chest. "H-Hinata's pictures are all finished!"

"W-w_hat_-"

She ignored Yoshiki's distressed face, turning on her heel and grabbing the pictures in the printer, stumbling past Yoshiki as he stood from his chair. He reached his hand out to catch her elbow, though she just barely yanked free, scooting past him.

"B-bye, Yoshiki!" she called over her shoulder without meeting his eyes, shuffling out the door with her envelopes and Hinata's loose photos clutched in her arms, and Yoshiki was left standing in the art room alone, his hand still outstretched and grabbing at the air.

_"I wonder if our 'today' would of been different?..._

_If I were able to confess my suppressed feelings,_

_I might of been able to reach you-"_

Yoshiki suddenly flushed, his hand falling, and he turned rigidly towards the computer, his ears glowing and red as he slammed his hand down on the mute button.

_"S-shut up!"  
><em>

* * *

><p><em>He'd always smelled like cigarette smoke.<em>

They first met in middle school - their last year, to be specific, when her hair was just beginning to pass her shoulder blades, and when his father was just beginning to disappear.

Perhaps she'd been attracted by the whispers that rippled through the classroom when it dawned the third week he had not shown up for class; or perhaps she was simply drawn by the ashes that had gathered behind the gym her childhood friend practiced in.

_"What's the point of coming to school if you're not going to come to class?"_

He'd jumped when he heard the voice, all high-pitched and sarcastic syllables, and turned to find a sneering, young girl, her bangs pinned back behind her head by a gold bow.

"._.. Excuse me?_" He drew a blank in his shock, reaching up and yanking his bangs out of his eyes - he had needed a haircut, and was always holding back his hair from his eyes.

_"I said," _she began, sucking in a breath to repeat herself, though his friend - his name was Aizen Onodera, and, at the time, Yoshiki had never thought he'd had a better friend - interrupted her.

_"Hey, I recognize you-" _he said, his breath a clouding puff of smoke, though Yoshiki had not, _"-you're the girl in the art club. Hayashi. You walk home with that high schooler every day. What, think you're tough since you've got an upperclassmen on your side?" _

She rolled her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest. _"And what, you think you're tough because you smoke behind the gym?" _she asked, and then laughed to herself, clapping her hands slowly, rhythmically - looking back, Yoshiki could not believe that she might of been just the slightest bit more sassy in her middle school years. _"Yeah, nice job, losers. I've gotta get back to my club. Hey, you."_

She jabbed her finger out towards the blond - Yoshiki could not remember what color her nails had been, and often debated if they'd been a plum color or a peach color. _"Maybe you should quit hanging out with this idiot, hey? At least you used to come to school." _she said, and then tossed her hair over her shoulders, turning on her heel with a flourish. _"Don't smoke behind Suga's gym anymore, hey? I'll kick your ass."_

And then she was gone.

They did not smoke behind the gym once again afterwards.

* * *

><p>They met yet again their first year of high school.<p>

This time around, the whispers occupying the classroom were regarding her - she was the redhead Joan of Arc, sent upon the art club to bring them back to life. They had since been disappearing in the school, only a small handful of the school joining the club, and then, in came Mayumi Hayashi, bringing with her Kagome Wakahisa and Ayane Himura. There were suddenly posters adorning the school, urging more students to join the art club, and, when they happened to turn away from the brightly colored notice, there would be Mayumi; Kagome; Ayane. (Most hoped to get caught by Ayane, for she seemed less likely to harass them out of the trio.) Peinto-sensei was no longer in charge of the yearbook by herself, and her spots at events began to be replaced by members of the haphazardly thrown together yearbook team. At the beginning, it was a small group that Mayumi had managed to reign in, consisting of Kagome, Ayane, Keiko Katayama, a girl with sharp teeth and an even sharper mouth, and Kazuki Minami, who only joined because Peinto-sensei asked him too.

Kazuki and Yoshiki had had more in common than either would like to admit.

_"Introduce yourself, Yoshiki-san."_

Five pairs of eyes glanced up from their computer at the voice of their teacher - Keiko leaned out of her chair to get a glimpse of the boy beside Peinto, adjusting her glasses.

When Yoshiki however stayed silent, Peinto took up for him, clasping her hands in front of her stomach. _"Girls... and boy! This is Yoshiki Suzumiya, and he'll be joining us today. You can't tell, but he's very excited." _she said, and tittered loudly, reaching up and placing her hand to Yoshiki's shoulder - he was just beginning to go through his growth spurt from middle school to humongous.

Yoshiki had not in the least bit been excited.

This had been his punishment for getting caught skipping class with Aizen - they thought that perhaps a club would keep him busy and his nose clean, and Peinto-sensei had been the only one to jump at his name, remembering a boy with long blond hair who outdrew everyone else in his middle school drawing class when he had actually bothered to show up. Looking back on it, Yoshiki thought that he should of at least been glad not to get stuck with a bigger crowd, though, at the time, he could not of thought of any place he'd hated more.

_"What's his name?" _

The voice came from the very end of the table, beside Kagome's computer; they stepped out from their chair, tossing their hair over their shoulders - she had just begun to decide how she wanted to wear it this year - and blinked at the boy across from her, her eyes narrow and snake-like.

Though his hands clenched into fists at his sides, he still stayed quiet, even as she took her steps towards him, folding her arms over her chest.

_"Yoshiki Suzumiya, huh? Finally."_

And there she was, Joan of Arc herself.

Yoshiki remembered thinking that he could not wait until she was burned at the stake.

_"Look at me." _she had snapped, and his fingernails dug into his palms as he finally met her eyes. He was surprised when she scoffed, though he did not show it. _"Listen, alright? I'm not going to tolerate some idiot who got shoved into my club as punishment just trying to skate by, you hear me? You're actually going to have to work."_

From behind her, Keiko and Kagome snickered, while Ayane flushed, and Kazuki simply turned back to him computer. He opened his mouth to respond, harsh words burning in his throat, though she shook her head, red hair sliding down her shoulders which she flung back once again.

_"Hold out your hands." _she commanded, and, after Peinto-sensei nudged his elbow, he reluctantly held out one palm down. He thought at first that she was examining the scars that crisscrossed his knuckles, though she had only turned his hand, plucking a pencil resting on her ear within her nest of hair, and placed it in his fingers.

_"Let's see if you can convince me, Suzumiya."  
><em>

He was unsure of what exactly he had to convince her of, and still did not know if he'd yet to do it.

* * *

><p><em>"-Mayumi?"<em>

The girl gave a start, and the volleyball team watched as she suddenly came back to life, looking up from her reflection staring up at her from the gym floor.

"Ah - yeah, yeah, sorry." she said, and even Ukai blinked briefly in shock at her truly apologetic tone.

She stepped forward, her shoes giving a brief squeak against the hardwood, and, from behind her, Suisen began shifting from foot to foot before she finally made up her mind, joining her friend in front of the team.

She blinked, and there Mayumi was once more, planting a freckled hand against a hip, the other outstretching towards the boys - it seemed as if Hinata was the first to notice she was handing them something, for his lips parted, and he pointed towards her.

_"What are those, Hayashi-senpai?" _he asked her, and her eyes flicked away from him - Hinata was unsure where she was truly looking, though he could only imagine she was attempting to catch Sugawara's eye.

"... I printed off some of the pictures we took for yearbook for you guys. To hang up, or something. I can get more, if you guys want." she finally said, looking back to Hinata, and looked down to the envelopes in her hands, taking the top one, calling out a name.

"Hinata, here are yours." she said, and he beamed, bounding towards her - her hand-writing was slanted and messy on this one, from writing it as she walked down the hallways. "And, Daichi, come here, you too."

Suisen took half the stack from her, spanning them out in front of her as if a hand of cards. "Ah, Kageyan, come here, I have yours!" she said, taking it and waving it in the air. "Tsukki, Yamaguchi, walk a little bit faster, please!"

_"Ah! Hayashi-senpai!" _The cry came from Hinata, holding his envelope up in the hair as he spun around the gym, _"'Small Giant in Training'?!"_

From beside Yamaguchi, Tsukishima gave a grunt, snatching his own envelope from Suisen's hands. "Now look at what she's done." he said, and, in turn, Suisen stood on her toes, just barely managing to swing her arm around his shoulders.

"Come on, now." she said, ignoring the disgusted sound he made, "You're just jealous you didn't get a cool nickname."

Tsukishima frowned down at her as she laughed, yanking away from underneath her arm - she rocked on her toes before she settled, handing Ennoshita his, still snickering.

"Hey, Hayashi-senpai!" repeated Hinata, flicking through his pictures before he lifted them and began waving them once again, "How come there's a note on the back of one that says to meet you in the art room after practice-"

Though she was no longer standing there, the only sign that she had indeed been in the gym the envelopes she'd left, and, suddenly, Sugawara was confused once again.

* * *

><p>They could hear the music before they'd even gotten to the hallway the art room resided in.<p>

_"I was walking away, _

_but she's so beautiful it made me stay-"_

They also heard the loud, aggravated, scratchy scream that followed suit, and a loud bang that shook the lockers as something was overturned.

_"No! No, no, no, no, I don't want to listen to another stupid song like this one!"_

A new song started, and the volleyball team paused in their steps along with the occupant of the art room, both waiting to hear the melody, a tapping of a fingernail on a desk as the artist counted along with the tempo.

_"I woke up today,_

_a smile on my face,_

_palm trees are swaying away._

_I feel the mist of the rain, _

_sunshine insane,_

_but I want to hear you say:_

_Baby, I want your love-"_

"Not another stupid song!"

The tapping came to an abrupt halt along with the song, another beginning to hum out that the artist immediately disagreed with, another grumble signifying this.

_"What do you mean I'm out of skips?! Ugh - God forbid the idiot pay for premium!"_

The door was finally cracked open by the only one brave enough to do so - Daichi - and the girl glanced up at them, at first out of the corner of her eye, and then turned towards them.

She looked a mess.

The over-jacket to her uniform was tossed over another chair further down the line of computers, her ribbon tied around the chair's back; her shirt was unbuttoned and exposed just the smallest bit of skin and freckles for several of the boys to become embarrassed, her apron covering the rest. It was splattered with a rainbow of paints, mostly shades of green, though grays were smeared across the top, and a goldenrod had long since dried in her bangs.

"... You actually came." she breathed out, and there was a pause, as if they were both taking in each others' appearance.

_"Stop right there - that's exactly where I lost it._

_See that line? Well, I never should have crossed it._

_Stop right there! Well, I never should have said._

_It's the very moment that_

_I wish that I could take back._"

The moment was interrupted, and Mayumi turned away, her hair thrown over her shoulder.

_"This-stupid-song!"_ she cried out, and the volleyball team stared at her as she slammed her hands across the keyboard - Suisen prepared to step forward from her spot beside Tanaka, though paused in her steps when she saw that her friend sat at Yoshiki's computer instead of her own, and the song clicked to a stop.

_"Why does he only have songs like these?!" _she continued, face beet red, her bangs falling into her face, _"God, why does he have to be such a loser?!"_

Her shoulders heaved as she turned back to the boys cluttering the doorway - she reached up and grabbed at her bangs, throwing them back, for she seemed to not be bothered by her appearance at the moment.

"... That's better." she breathed out, heaving herself to her feet. She blinked to the team, and they blinked back, until she clapped her hands together, loud enough for Hinata to jump in his spot.

"I wanted your guys' opinion!" she exclaimed, sounding as if she herself had come to this realization. She shot up from the chair, adjusting her apron and parading over to the alcove between the sinks where the two easels stood, still facing each other, though only one had a tarp haphazardly thrown over it, as if they'd done so in a rush.

"On what?" asked Suisen, finally stepping forward, weaving her way out of the boys', crossing the art room, looking over Mayumi's shoulder. "Ah, is this what you and Yoshiki have been talking about?" she questioned, and Mayumi smiled, nodding her head.

"Alright, boys!" she began, motioning for them to come closer - Nishinoya was the first. "This is going into my mom's gallery next week, right?" she began, Suisen sliding over to the easel opposite Mayumi's while Hinata went to Mayumi at hers, his eyes suddenly wide.

_"You did this, Hayashi-senpai?!" _he marveled, and there was a murmur that went through the volleyball team as Mayumi nodded, her hands on her hips while they joined Hinata.

A golden fox snarled back at them, its fur slicked back from the rain that pelted down beside it, bouncing up from asphalt it stood upon, reflected with the perhaps the light of a passing car. Azure eyes were ringed in black, large, yellow brush, barely grazing the ground, swayed to the right and tipped in white. It was simple though painstaking, and it made Hinata wonder if all of her art had this meticulous appeal to it.

"It's a project my mom is having me and Yoshiki do. We had to do a painting that represented each other. We couldn't just paint one another, though." she said, snickering, glancing up at the hand that fell on her shoulder.

"I'm pretty sure Mom told you you weren't supposed to listen to music when you worked on it, too." said Sugawara in her ear, and she shrugged her shoulder.

"Whatever, Suga." she said, shoving his shoulder, and he barely teetered, chuckling down at her.

"Is this one Yoshiki's?" asked Suisen, tugging lightly on the tarp, and Mayumi nodded, glancing over to her out of the corner of her eye, nodding. "Can I look at it?"

"I don't care. I just can't see it." Mayumi answered, and Suisen yanked the tarp off at that, Sugawara stepping over with her, Nishinoya and even Tanaka smacking Mayumi on her back.

Suisen's lips quirked up into a small smile as she looked down at Yoshiki's painting, the background still blank and needing to be finished (which made her roll her eyes - he'd been working so hard and still had so far to go). In front of her stood a redheaded girl in armor, her back facing them as a rule of Sayaka Hayashi, flourishing a flag with a Coat of Arms dangerously close to Karasuno's school crest.

"He's so cheesy." she whispered, and, from beside her, Sugawara stared down at the painting until Suisen laid the tarp gently down over it.

* * *

><p><strong>ahhhhhhh it's finally done! <strong>

**I kept taking week long breaks by accident and it feels so good to have this done now!**

**akagami hime chan: Ahaha, don't worry! I plan for the next chapter to have a lot more MayumixSuga fluff ^^**

**Bergliot: Ah, thanks! It took a really long for the new chapter, but here it is! ^^**

* * *

><p>She leaned back in her desk chair, adjusting the glasses that pushed uncomfortably against her damp eyelashes - red curls cascaded down her shoulders in dripping waves, washed free of what paint she'd smeared herself with.<p>

She had returned to her old schedule, walking home with Sugawara, and planned to fully revert tomorrow with the volleyball team - Sugawara had refused to fall asleep until she was out of the shower, which had been a normal habit that seemed alien to her currently.

After a moment, she opened up a unfamiliar app, signing into an account with a password she had memorized over the past few days of her changed schedule.

_"Once again a conversation telling who you like,_

_all I wanna do is run away!_

_Even though every single word is captivating... _

_This irritating day!_

_Guess I shouldn't be surprised, _

_I've always been this way, _

_but I just can't seem to get if off my mind -_

_it's hopeless anyway..."_

She jumped as the music came to sudden life, though, after a moment, she deflated, sliding back until the chair's rolling was halted by an empty bottle of strawberry lotion, scribbled on with a blue colored pencil.

Her smile was small and barely there. "What a loser. He listens to the cheesiest music."

_"Guess I should apologize for loving you,_

_it isn't right._

_Not like I could have the courage just to tell you;_

_only thing that's true is that I really love you!_

_Not like I'd tell you if I even ever tried to..._

_I'm sorry for this..._

_I can't cheer you on, I just hope it goes wrong!_

_I'd be happy if it goes bad for you both;_

_praying for something horrible to come._

_All because..._

_I guess that's who I really am."_


	9. Chapter 9

**Ah! It's taken me so long to update everything! My computer broke right before Christmas, and ever since I've gotten a new one I've just been sitting here, trying to write something down! I hope this was worth the wait!**

* * *

><p><em>"Okay!" <em>A freckled hand reached up to pat at her thick hair, attempting to smooth down the locks that were beginning to spring up at the humidity of the gym. Static cackled in her ears over the roaring voices surrounding her. _"Katayama-chan, Manami-san, Ayane-chan, I want you three in-charge of the girls' volleyball team-" _A finger was suddenly held up, jabbing in the direction of the dark-haired boy, and, from beside him, Keiko Katayama snickered. _"Do not give me that look, Kazuki-san, this is not up for debate! As for the rest of us - Kagome-chan, Suzumiya-kun, and I - we'll be getting pictures of the boys' team. Any questions?" _Kazuki Minami rose his hand, though this was waved off by their president, who nodded her head.

Yoskihi himself was wondering why exactly Mayumi had decided to keep him with her on this side of the gymnasium, though he did not ask.

"No questions? Good! This is everyone's first official tournament, so I want this to look nice! Let's do this, guys, and make sure you cheer for Karasuno!" She clapped for herself, and there was an unenthusiastic reply from those around her and a grumble from Kazuki before they began to separate from each other and head to the assigned teams. The two left with Mayumi glanced at each other and exchanged quiet questions through the form of head cocks and pursed lips. Their president seemed much happier as of late, and, though they were indeed glad she was no longer at their throats with commands, they were also quite confused.

Though Yoshiki had several theories, most of them revolving around the light blue jacket she'd been wearing when she'd arrived, one that Yoshiki could only think belonged to Sugawara.

Damn childhood friends.

He much more preferred what she was wearing underneath the jacket, which she had tugged off not long before her speech, folding it over the back of a chair with her purse and Suisen. She wore an open, gray cardigan with thin white stripes, and a deep blue shirt spotted with pink roses that Yoshiki had first thought were flamingos. Yoshiki had thought at that moment that he supposed he did like flamingos, though, when he looked closer and saw shadow of petals, he decided he liked flowers better.

"Yoshiki, Kagome, come on, I want to make sure we get enough pictures." said Mayumi, motioning for the two to come stand with her. Yoshiki knew that there would no doubt be sufficient enough pictures to fill not only one yearbook but several, though he also knew that she'd recently been printing off the pictures she was fond of.

The two stepped with her, a member of her club on each side, while, behind them, Suisen played a game on her phone, an occasional mutter of a cuss from her. They all stood in silence for several moments as they waited, until Kagome flashed a smile and apologized, for she had to go to the restroom, and, with her gone, a heavier silence floated above the remaining two, weighing down on their shoulders, and Yoshiki swore he'd lost just a few centimeters.

"... You smell like smoke." finally said Mayumi, and Yoshiki was so shocked she'd spoken to him that he jumped. They had been able to put on brave faces in front of the art club, though, once everyone had left and the two had been left alone to work on their paintings, silence surrounded them, for it seemed as if both were too afraid of what the other would do if they were to switch on music. They were occasionally caught staring at one another, though they would both quickly glance away once the other saw, biting their lips and sucking their teeth and chewing on the tips of their pencils.

Yoshiki paused, attempting to think this through and process this as quickly as he could before they reverted back into another silence. "Ah - and you smell like volleyball." he said, nudging at her gently with his elbow. He thought that perhaps he'd be able to make a playful jab at the jacket she'd been wearing, and it was the most he could think of in the short amount of time he had, though it appeared he would of had more time to think regardless, for Mayumi stayed quiet, her brow furrowed just slightly. Yoshiki, once his smile had fallen and Kagome had returned, pulled his camera from his back pocket and went to work with his two partners and Suisen, who'd given up on her game.

Mayumi cheered so loudly when they won that those around her thought they'd go deaf; Kagome shrank away while Yoshiki clapped his hands over his ears and Suisen yelled back just as loudly. Keiko, Ayane, and Kazuki finally appeared not long after that, Keiko sniveling quietly.

"I hate going to these stupid things," she muttered, removing her glasses and beginning to clean them with the sleeve of her sweater, avoiding the eyes of her club, "I always get fucking emotional." she said, and Ayane gave a small, sympathizing pat to her shoulder.

Mayumi looked over her shoulder as the girls' volleyball team joined them. She smiled at them, and they smiled back, and, once again, Yoshiki and Kagome were awestruck, wondering just where she had gotten this new personality, and Yoshiki's eyes wandered back to that blue jacket. He wondered if, perhaps he were to offer her his cardigan, she'd take it, and he stayed lost in this daydream for several moments until a conversation between Mayumi and Suisen knocked him out of it.

"I wish we could go talk to the boys right now." said Mayumi, and Yoshiki wanted to jump up and shout, _'Hello yes there happens to be a boy right here,' _though before he could humiliate himself further Suisen spoke up, looking up from her phone.

"We should make them cookies, after this is all over with." she said, and it took every ounce of willpower Yoshiki had not to scream and shout and ask just where his cookies were and question what they were thinking for giving athletes sweets and not starving artists.

When they'd won against Dateko and the cookies had become a for sure thing, Yoshiki huffed and puffed silently to himself for several moments before he finally turned away from them, grumbling underneath his breath that he was going to go outside for a few minutes to get out of this stuffy gym, and, when Mayumi replied, she didn't even look up from Suisen.

"You better not be going outside to smoke." she told him, and he rolled his eyes to himself.

"What do you care?" he challenged, and, when there was no response, he continued on, muttering _"Excuse me," _as he passed by the girls of the volleyball team, attempting to escape before his conscious could catch up with him and ask him just what the hell he was doing.

Mayumi frowned, placing her thumb to her bottom lip, wishing she had a pencil to chew on.

* * *

><p>When Yoshiki had not returned fifteen minutes later, Mayumi began to get irritable. She muttered to Keiko beside her that if he did not come back in five minutes, she was going to make him; and, true to her word, Mayumi called for Sugawara to help her go find her vice president.<p>

"Where'd he go?" asked Nishinoya, and Mayumi placed her hands to her hips, shaking her head.

"It was getting stuffy in here, with so many people. He went outside for some fresh air." she said, and Keiko rolled her eyes, turning to whoever would listen beside her, and this happened to be Kazuki.

"I don't know why she's even trying to cover for him." sighed the girl, crossing her arms and resting her chin in them, looking up to the dark-haired boy. He looked as if he needed a shave, she observed, just the smallest amount of stubble grazing his chin.

When Kazuki stayed silent, Keiko gave a mischievous smile, sliding over and poking at Kazuki's hip with her elbow. He looked down at her, and, though his look could cause a wildfire, she didn't dare give in.

"I guess that's what love will do to some people though, huh, Kazuki-kun?" she taunted, and he rolled his eyes, looking away from her to his president.

"... Are you kidding me?" he finally muttered once he believed Mayumi was out of earshot. Keiko hesitated, her eyebrows disappearing into her bangs, shocked that this stoic upperclassman had spoken a word to her that wasn't critique. "Hayashi doesn't like Suzumiya. She likes that boy. The vice captain for the volleyball club."

Keiko slowly sat up, looking at him, and, at seeing her smirk reappear, Kazuki snorted, looking away. He should of known better than to tell her his thoughts.

"Do you want to make this interesting, then, Kazuki-kun?" asked Keiko, and Kazuki hesitated, glancing back down to her.

* * *

><p>"I can't <em>believe<em> him, Suga! I don't know why he does stupid stuff like this - he's my vice president!" Her hands waved wildly around with each and every word. She was beginning to get much too stressed out, he could tell, as her face flushed and her hair slid off her shoulder. "And he wants to do this stuff _now_! I don't understand why he couldn't just let this be about you and the volleyball team for just one weekend..."

Her voice fell and she sighed, abandoning her hair, letting it fall into her eyes. She'd kept quiet of Yoshiki's failed attempts to Sugawara and, if she had not had told him, she did not think she needed to tell anyone at all. She'd pushed past this, she thought, waiting for Yoshiki to as well, and, while she hoped this would be sometime soon, it did not appear like it would be.

"Ah, Mayumi, don't even worry about that. Let's just go find him before he gets caught and gets in trouble, alright?" Sugawara assured, smiling at her. She gave a small, halfhearted smile back, and, though she began to walk down the hall, not two steps later she faltered and leaned against the wall, pulling her cardigan closer around her.

"What do I care?" she muttered a remembrance of Yoshiki's words, glancing down to her shoes. Stupid, stupid Yoshiki, she thought over and over.

Sugawara hesitated, stepping closer to her, reaching out to push her bangs out of eyes, and the two shared a collective sigh. "Don't be like that, Mayumi. I know you're mad, but I also know you care." he said, and she just barely glanced up at him. She tried to focus on something else - something that wasn't _Stupid, stupid Yoshiki_, or _Suga has really pretty eyes, actually_ - and, unable to form a response to him that wasn't condescending her own feelings, she gave a small nod of her head.

"I know I do, too." she grumbled. _Stupid, stupid Yoshiki. _"I wish I didn't, Suga." she admitted, and the older boy stayed quiet for a moment.

"I know you do." he murmured. Mayumi wished she could not hear the rise and fall of their in-sync breathing, though there, too, was a part of her that wished that it was the only sound in the hallway. "You can't help that you do, though." he told her, and she gave a small nod in agreement.

"I can't help that I care..." she repeated, beginning to chew on her lip, "That must be it, then." she said, answering her own question, and Sugawara didn't pry. They stayed quiet, though, Mayumi thought, this was not the awkward silence that was there with her and Yoshiki. This was just silence, comforting, gorgeous silence, the only sound their in-sync breathing.

"I wish I could help it." Mayumi finally said, and, when she leaned into him, their breathing was interrupted by tiny gasps and mutters of weak objections that neither listened to.

* * *

><p>Keiko's jaw dropped to the floor; she had never expected that, when sent off by Suisen to find the concessions, she'd have caught her president and the vice captain of the volleyball club tangled together. How long had this been happening, she wondered? She wanted to object to Kazuki when he held his hand out, and yell at him that he had cheated, for he'd had to of known of this before she'd seen it, though she couldn't - it was right here, in front of her very own eyes. She'd cleaned her glasses once, twice, thrice to make sure they were not lying to her before she dug through her purse and planted the money in Kazuki's outstretched palm.<p>

"... How on _earth_ did you guess it'd be him? And not Yoshiki? Yoshiki..." she began, and she lost her train of thought as she watched over the corner of the wall Koushi Sugawara mutter something in Mayumi Hayashi's ear for a brief moment.

Kazuki shrugged, pocketing the money. "They're childhood friends." he said simply, and Keiko blinked, her thin eyebrows furrowing together.

"Damn childhood friends."

* * *

><p>Mayumi and Sugawara returned with no Yoshiki, both red-faced and awkward and so suspicious that Keiko and even Kazuki shared a quiet chuckle when they returned with Yoshiki, who smelled so strongly of cigarette smoke that Mayumi forgot her embarrassment and smacked him on the back of his head. She yelled at him, drawing the eyes of those around them and telling him that he was going to get kicked out of the damn club and <em>come on, Yoshiki, you cannot do this to me. <em>He, thankfully, had enough sense to take his scolding sitting down and with his head bowed, staying silent, and to hand over his pack of cigarettes and lighter when she ordered for him to give them to her.

"If I catch you with these again," she said, speaking just quietly enough for only president and vice president to hear, "and I'm done. Alright, Yoshiki?" she said, and she let just the smallest amount of remorse slip into her voice that Yoshiki finally looked up at her.

"... Alright, Mayumi." he agreed quietly, and she gave a small sigh, taking a moment to compose herself before she spoke once more.

"... Alright," she repeated, "Thank you, Yoshiki." she said, and, though he was unsure what for, he didn't ask and she didn't answer, taking a seat beside him and stuffing Yoshiki's belongings into her purse. They both tried to focus on the match below, however they both were jittery and frowning, Yoshiki's knee bouncing up and down while Mayumi chewed absentmindedly on her thumb nail.

"... How far are you on your painting?" Mayumi asked, so quietly that Yoshiki was unsure at first if she was truly speaking or if he was imagining it.

"... Oh! It's - um." he glanced to her, quickly looking away when he saw the redheaded Joan of Arc, who had not only saved the failing art club but also him. "It's coming along. I'm almost finished... What about you?" he muttered, and she too looked away, pulling her thumb away from her teeth, folding her hands in her lap.

"... It's coming along." she responded, and, when Yoshiki smiled, she did too, lifting her hand in an attempt to hide her lips. Her nails were a deep plum, and it was days like these that make Yoshiki believe that she had her nails painted purple the day they'd met behind the gym.

"I lied." she finally admitted, shaking her head. "I threw out my painting I'd been working on and restarted. _That_ one's coming along, I think." she told him, and Yoshiki hesitated, shaking his head.

"Why'd you restart?" he asked, and she shrugged her shoulders.

"I didn't think my last one was really _you_." she said, and Yoshiki paused, wondering how she could know what was him when he himself could not even begin to guess.

* * *

><p><strong>I feel like nothing happened in this chapter but I also feel like a lot happened? <strong>

**I hope people are excited for this, because I am! Review? :3**

* * *

><p>Mayumi was a mess once behind the closed doors of Suisen's room; she had absentmindedly rubbed off her make-up some time between arriving at her friend's and now. If Mayumi was not currently waving her hands wildly in the air, Suisen would laugh at her, for she looked like a raccoon.<p>

"Boys are so _stupid_, Suisen!" she cried, pounding her hands on the bed; Suisen's dog took this as an invitation, jumping up onto the bed with the two girls. "How come nobody's ever told me how stupid they are?" she questioned, absentmindedly shifting her fingers through Yoichi's black fur. The deep purple of her thumbnail was beginning to chip off from the excessive chewing habit she had recently began doing much more than a normal week. "Except for you, of course, Yoichi-kun. You're not a stupid boy." she muttered, puckering her lips; Yoichi cocked his head in response to her.

"If I'd ever told you, would you of listened?" pondered Suisen from behind her, running her brush through her hair. Mayumi stayed silent, continuing to quietly pet Yoichi as Suisen divided the stands of red hair, beginning to work it into a braid.

"... No." muttered Mayumi finally, and Suisen gave a bark of a laugh, nodding her head.

"That's what I'm getting at-" she began, however Mayumi interrupted her, clutching onto Yoichi as if a lifeline.

"I kissed Suga today." said Mayumi, and Suisen yanked so hard on Mayumi's hair that the girl twisted backwards with such a yell that Yoichi hopped up, climbing over them.

_"And boys are the stupid ones?!" _Suisen screamed back, and Mayumi squirmed, attempting to work her hair free.


	10. Chapter 10

**This is SO LONG and I didn't even plan on it, but it makes up for how long this took! But, I'm very very very proud of this chapter, so enjoy! **

* * *

><p>The morning had begun with dancing on tables.<p>

In celebration for the completion of both her and Yoshiki's pieces for the upcoming gallery, Mayumi screamed a victory scream and turned on the music, dragging her half-asleep partner with her on top of a paint-stained table. At first walking in on Yoshiki sleeping, Mayumi had shrieked. _"If I would of known you were spending the night here to finish, I would of stayed with you!" _she had cried, and it made Yoshiki feel so whimsical and want to go up to Sugawara and point a finger in his face and gloat that Mayumi Hayashi was finally fretting over her Vice President and not her neighbor. She then logged into her own computer for once and clicked on a playlist, and Yoshiki was surprised at how positively _glowing_ her round face was, and, in his sleep-deprived state, Yoshiki thought that walking over to her and pinning her against the counters sounded like a lovely idea, while his conscience screamed at him, _She will kick you in the face and not regret a thing_.

"Yoshiki!" she suddenly said, and Yoshiki started, thinking that he had somehow sleep-walked over to her, and he braced for her flats with their little spikes to come sailing across his cheek, though, instead, he was frozen at feeling her hand grab his, "Wake up, why don't you?! Come on!" she laughed, stepping on a chair and hauling herself up on a table. She made a smart comment, something about how it was the Vice President's job to clean the tables, as she tugged on his fingers until he eventually hauled himself up with her.

"Dance, Yoshiki!" she whooped, taking a hold of his other hand and delicately, subtly, intertwining their fingers. Unsure what else to do, listening to the crescendo of the static in the background of whatever stupid song he knew she had to listen to, he began slowing moving his hips in time with hers.

"My eyes are up here, Yoshiki," she said, and he snapped his gaze back up to her face, away from her hips, so completely shocked that she was smiling, and he knew that he was going to have to savor her good mood while it lasted.

_"We were born to break the doors down,_

_until the end._

_It's something that's inside us,_

_it's how we've always been, yeah!"_

"You listen to such shit music," he said, rolling his eyes, however he was still moving, and she pursed her lips together and made a _pfffttttt _sound.

"Like you have any room to talk," she retorted.

_"We are the misfits,_

_we are the bad kids,_

_the degenerates;_

_we ain't perfect but that's alright!"_

She was grinning, and, however shitty Yoshiki thought the song was, her beaming face was making him enjoy it.

_"Love us or hate us,_

_nothin' can break us,_

_better believe us._

_Times, they are a-changing tonight!"_

He spun her, and, though he expected her to reject and squirm, she twirled with him, and, soon enough, he found himself laughing as she sang along, so off-key but yet so loud. Even as it ended and they were both panting and Yoshiki was suddenly wide awake, she was humming through her labored breaths. Their hands still locked together as the song switched, and their eyes suddenly meant.

"You listen to such shitty music," he repeated.

"I know," she replied, her shoulders heaving as his hands left hers.

"Put them here," she instructed, and Yoshiki's whole body went rigid as she took his hands back, leading them to her hips.

_"I'm in trouble;_

_I'm an addict,_

_I'm addicted to this girl._

_She's got my heart tied in a know,_

_and my stomach in a whirl."_

"You have no rhythm," Mayumi said as the two swayed back and forth atop the tables, lifting her arms to drape them loosely around his neck.

"I know," Yoshiki responded, his voice a quiet breath.

_"But even worse, I can't stop calling her._

_She'd all I want and more,_

_I mean, damn,_

_what's not to adore?"_

While Mayumi wanted to rock back and forth to the tempo of her music, she was allowing Yoshiki's hands to lead her so off-beat that she wanted to punch him. One side of her brain was celebrating with her, and the other was rolling its eyes.

_Love triangles are so cliché, _it said.

"You're cliché," she said aloud, and Yoshiki's eyes blinked.

"What?" he questioned, and she laughed at him.

_"I'm in trouble;_

_I'm so cliché!_

_See, that word just wears me out,_

_makes me feel like just another boy just to laugh and joke about,"_

"The song," she assured him, and, though his brow furrowed, they were still moving.

_"I'm running my mouth just like I got her,_

_but I surely don't."_

"Grandma brought up the cookies finally, Mayumi! Where do you want me to put them?"

_"Because she's so,_

_o-oh, o-oh, o-oh,_

_rock and roll and out of my league."_

Yoshiki and Mayumi broke apart; she tripped over one of his large feet and fell backwards, however there he was, reaching out and catching her.

_"Is she out of my league?_

_Let's hope not."_

She up-righted herself, and Yoshiki looked over his shoulder to see Suisen standing in the doorway, her head cocked at the two atop the table and a tray of cookies held in her hands. He could see that the were decorated with designs of frosting to look like volleyballs, and his previous euphoria was forgotten as he climbed off the table, for her knew that it was Mayumi to do so.

"Go ask Kiyoko-chan, alright? She'll know. Or find Takeda-sensei." she told Suisen, glancing over her shoulder as Yoshiki logged her off of her computer; her music came to an abrupt halt, and she scrunched up her nose before turning back to her friend.

"I can do that," said Suisen, looking over Mayumi's shoulder as Yoshiki walked around the room, and her eyebrows pushed together. "Yo, Suzumiya, are you looking for your camera? It's plugged into your computer." she told him, switching the tray of cookies to her other hand as she watched him pad over to his computer, his steps quiet and his eyes down-casted. "You look beat, Yoshiki. Are you sure you're up for this today?"

"I'm sure." he said, taking the thin hair tie from his wrist and bringing his hair back into a small ponytail. He checked his appearance in the mirror and gave a grunt of annoyance, yanking the tie out and rubbing at his face before attempting with his hair again. "I'm sure." he repeated, tilting his head from side to side, the tiny strands of hair he'd pulled back swaying with him.

Suisen paused as Yoshiki huffed, unplugging his camera and rolling it around in his palms. "If you're sure." she finally said, and Mayumi frowned at that, looking back at him. His eyes kept down on the camera in his hands, and she was suddenly and unexplainably angry as she turned back Suisen.

"Are you ready to leave?" she asked, and Suisen opened her mouth and closed it, before opening it again.

"What? I mean, yeah, if you two are. Kagome and Ayane are already in the gym. They said something about interviewing the boys, but I highly doubt that's what they're actually doing." she said, adjusting the tray in her hands. "I'm going to go find Kiyoko-chan, then. I'll meet you two down there, okay?"

Mayumi opened her mouth and closed it and did not open it again, for Suisen had already retreated back out the doorway and was on her way down the hall, and the President and Vice President were forced to walk awkwardly after her together.

* * *

><p>"MAYUMI-CHAN! HI, MAYUMI-CHAN!"<p>

It was a shock that, this time around, it was he calling to her; if anything, it was as if she hadn't even seen him, glancing down at the gymnasium's floor before her eyes finally settled on the waving brunette. His sparkling smile made Keiko's glasses fog up; Ayane's face grow pink; Kagome reach up to fix her little strawberry hairclip. Even Suisen's cheeks puffed out, chewing obnoxiously loudly on the crackers she'd found stuffed in Mayumi's purse.

Yoshiki, on the other hand, was shaking from anger, wondering what the hell made this boy think he could be special enough to call her by her first name.

"Oh - hello, Oikawa-kun," she called back, and Yoshiki fell back into Kazuki, clutching at his heart, where he swore she'd shoved a dagger. She'd actually responded? Yoshiki could not remember how long it had taken her to finally say a hello back to him when he'd walk into the art room.

"Get off of me," grumbled Kazuki, and Yoshiki choked as he was pushed off of him, falling back into the chair beside Suisen.

"He's very focused on Mayumi, for someone who has a match about to happen," Yoshiki breathed out to the girl beside him. She offered him a cracker, and he took the whole bag from her.

"You're also very focused on Mayumi," observed Suisen, working her elbow onto his arm rest, claiming it as her own. Yoshiki didn't respond as he brushed off crumbs from his chest, and she rolled her eyes at him. "Don't take it so hard, Yoshiki." she said, swiping her bag back from him, and she groaned when she discovered it empty. He laughed, and she rose her elbow and jabbed it into his side, and he choked once again, Kazuki taking several large steps away from him.

"Yoshiki," said Mayumi, reaching her hand behind her back and snapping her fingers at him. He jumped up from his chair, his breath regained, and appeared at her shoulder in less than five seconds. Suisen tittered loudly behind him, and he flashed her an inconspicuous middle finger.

"Yes?" he said, and she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye before turning her gaze back to the lined up teams.

"I'm going to separate everyone again. Can you stay here with me?" she asked, and he paused for just a moment.

"Yes," he repeated, and she nodded, turning and clapping her hands, drawing the attention of her club.

"Kazuki-kun, where are you?" she asked, and he slid past her. "You and Keiko-chan can go over to where Aoba Johsai's cheer squad is."

A finger jutted out to Kazuki. "I see that face, and don't you dare give me that. I know they're loud. Get over it," she said, and Keiko laughed so loudly in his ear that Kazuki's left eye began to twitch. "Deal with them. No fighting, either, Kazuki. You're representing your club."

He waved a lazy hand at her in response, and, though her lips pursed, she turned to Kagome and Ayane, sending the other two on their way.

"Did you hear that, Kazuki-kun?" Keiko was saying as they walked off, "No fighting. That means with _me_, too."

"I will happily be kicked out of this club," he responded.

"You two alright being over there?" asked Mayumi, jabbing a thumb over her shoulder. Kagome flashed a bright smile, while Ayane simply nodded her head.

"Of course, Boss!" said Kagome, her hands on her hips.

"You'd think, being the only third-year in the club," Ayane said quietly, "that Kazuki-kun would have matured a little."

"It's old age!" claimed Kagome, shrugging her shoulders. "Maybe we'll be like that, next year."

"He was like that, last year, too." Ayane muttered, though by now Kagome had hooked an arm through hers and was swaying her way over to their seats.

Mayumi turned back to the two teams below, her camera held in her hands. Yoshiki watched as she played with it though didn't turn it on, and he cocked his head just barely at her.

"What's wrong?" he asked. She shook her head and gave a sudden laugh that only made his worry increase.

"Nothing. I got this new eyeliner while I was with Suisen last night. How's it look?" she asked, turning towards him. His brow furrowed, though still he examined it as she blinked dark lashes. He didn't fully understand the concept of her wings, and the one time he'd watch her apply her make-up one morning in the art room, he had squirmed at seeing her put anything so close to her eyes, and had to turn away in an attempt to calm the nauseous feeling that he'd gotten. It was so much like painting that he was confused why he'd gotten queasy, and when she'd asked him if her wings looked even he looked back at her with wide eyes, wondering what in the hell she was talking about, and then she blinked and got the wetness of her eyeliner smeared on her waterline. He had thought it was ironic that she did her make-up in a fashion that involved anything called _wings_, and he wanted to make a joke about it and would have had she not pulled a Q-tip from her bag and began swiping it underneath her eye.

"It's very dark," he told her finally. She gave a small smirk up to him, and, just as she was saying, _"Good," _he was saying, _"I like it."_

"You know what pisses me off?" suddenly intervened Suisen, shoving her way in-between the two. Yoshiki cast her a glance, while Mayumi went to turn on her camera. "The way they go, _Goooooooooooooooooo!' _whenever someone hits the ball - serves it? Whatever it's called. Because that would put a hell of a lot of pressure on me if I was serving."

"Maybe if enough people do it," said Mayumi, looking through the lenses of her camera, "he'll do bad."

"I don't think that's how this works," said Yoshiki, though, the next time Oikawa served, the two girls beside him joined in on the cheering, and he couldn't help but attempt to shrink away from them when Takinoue and Shimida glanced over to them.

"Why don't you ask them?..." he muttered, though Suisen and Mayumi could not hear him over their screaming.

And then Sugawara switched for Kageyama, and Mayumi's screaming for Oikawa stopped very abruptly and her eyes lit up. She strained her arm to wrap around Yoshiki's neck, and she hung off of him with his arm bracing her. He croaked out, _"M-Mayumi, you're choking me...!" _though she didn't seem to care as she whooped.

_"Suga, Suga!" _she cheered, her camera hitting against Yoshiki's chin as she dangled from his neck, _"I'm so excited to see you play! Come on, come on, Koushi!" _she was shouting. Yoshiki's ears rang when she was finished, and he was barely able to hear the chatter of Suisen when Mayumi dropped from his neck. She was suddenly much more ready to take pictures, and, from across the court, there was a sudden yell of, _"TsuuuuKKKIIIII!" _from Kagome that echoed all around the gymnasium.

Though Yoshiki had to admit, as much as he detested the source, he was glad for the sudden brightening of the club. Glancing up, he even caught Kazuki talking with Keiko - however much his brow was furrowed, he seemed to be giving a small smirk, and that was something.

Even with the first set lost, Suisen was practically dangling off the railing as she shouted down to Karasuno, _"Let's go, let's go, boys!" _

Mayumi clapped so hard her hands stung, leaving Yoshiki to help Suisen back up, screaming down to them, _"You've got this, Karasuno!" _Her hands felt numb when she finally dropped them to her sides, and she took the time while the teams were switching sides to glance up and look over the members of her club she'd placed around the gym.

Kagome was clapping with just as much vigor, her palms a blaring pink and her camera violently shaking from her wrist each time her hands punched together. Her strawberry hairclip was falling askew, though for once she did not seem to mind, finally giving her hands a break and waving down to the team below. She called out each and every one of their names individually as they passed by her, grinning at them from ear-to-ear. Ayane, beside her, was clapping much more delicately, her lips just barely quirked up, though her cheeks were a bright, bright red. She reached up with a hurried motion and brushed a stray bang behind her ear, revealing several twinkling accessories, however as she reached for her camera and began taking pictures, the persistent strand fell back to cover them. Directly across from Mayumi and Yoshiki were Keiko and Kazuki; Keiko was turned away from the boy, and, though she'd deny it if asked, it was because she was teary-eyed from the game that was taking place below her. Kazuki was leaned against the railing, plugging his ears as Aoba Johsai cheered, however his eyes were glued to the scoreboard.

Mayumi, like Keiko, would never admit this, but she was proud.

Yoshiki caught her sudden grin however, and it made him finally brighten with everyone else.

When Kageyama was switched back in, everyone around her turned towards Mayumi - Yoshiki and Suisen even took a step or two away from her - expecting her to begin yelling obscenities that would get her hauled away, and it shocked all of them that she was beaming. Even Kazuki rose his chin from the railing and unplugged his ears briefly in shock as she leaned over the railing and looked down at the first-year.

_"Let's go, Kageyama!" _she screamed, and Kazuki was suddenly sucked back into the yelling of the gymnasium, and he promptly plugged his ears again.

_"Kageyan, Kageyan, come on!" _cheered Suisen. She pounded her hands against the railing and then cussed, lifting her hand and hugging her injured knuckles to her chest.

Though it hurt, Mayumi clapped her hands together for him, before she tugged at Yoshiki's sleeve and said she was going to check on everyone else, and did not return for the whole set. She was interrupted constantly as she moved, from Kagome having to cheer to having to find Keiko some tissue, and, when Karasuno won the set, it was Kazuki she hung off this time. He yelled at her and attempted to shove her off, though it only seemed to tighten her grip on him until he crumpled to the ground with her arms still thrown around him.

"You're not very strong, Kazuki-kun," she said, and he pushed her off him as he stumbled to his feet.

"Don't talk to me like that, Mayumi." he grumbled out, though Keiko looked at him, reaching for his bicep.

"Y-your arms are very noodle-ish, Kazuki..." she hiccupped out, and he groaned loudly, collapsing back in a seat.

Mayumi stayed with them for several more minutes, before returning to Kagome and Ayane and cheering with them, looking over Ayane's pictures with her and murmuring about the yearbook before she left them as well. She came jogging up to Yoshiki and Suisen, and the two were so shocked to see her running that Yoshiki almost dropped his camera and Suisen turned away from the game.

"You're in a hurry," remarked Suisen, and, already out of breath, Mayumi didn't respond, just huffing and puffing as she turned back to the court.

"Yoshiki, let me see your camera," she finally said, and he nodded, handing it to her. The two huddled together, shoulder-to-shoulder, and, if not for Suisen's gasp, Mayumi would of completely missed Yamaguchi. She glanced up and suddenly shoved the camera back to Yoshiki, going to Suisen and clasping hands with her.

"He looks so nervous! Poor baby," remarked Suisen with a brief squeeze.

"He's got this, he's got this," said Mayumi, returning the squeeze, and then repeating it louder. _"You've got this, Yamaguchi!" _she called, and when the young boy glanced up to her she gave an encouraging wink, though, if anything, it only seemed to worsen his shaking.

When he fell short, Mayumi cringed, and Kagome jumped up and down, cupping her hands around her mouth. _"Don't worry, Yamaguchi!" _she screamed.

"I'm worried," remarked Suisen quietly, and, in response, Mayumi intertwined their fingers without a word more.

Yoshiki glanced up from his camera at the two girls; at seeing them holding hands, he felt as if he was inclined to say something, anything, though every saying he could think of sounded stupid in his head. What he was thinking was _Please don't cry, please don't cry _in a repeated chant, and it made him nervous to even think that would happen. He slid his camera into his pocket and reached for his ponytail, tugging it out and beginning to redo it for the sake of distracting himself.

"This is never ending," Suisen finally said, and she reached up, tugging at her neckline as if it was choking her. She gave a breathy, shaky laugh. "Volleyball's going to give me another ulcer. I need to stop coming to there, seriously, Mayumi," she said.

Mayumi rolled her eyes, smiling at her friend. "You'd still show up," she said, and Suisen shrugged.

"I'm way too invested in this team. You're right." she said, and the two girls smiled. Still with their palms pressed together, they began to cheer once more, and Yoshiki gave up with his ponytail, grabbing his camera again and getting a single picture of them.

Suisen suddenly fell to her knees after the photo, and Yoshiki hesitated, turning back to the court as the ball hit the floor, and the scores were shifted. His camera was, all-of-a-sudden, much too heavy for his hands, and he returned it back to his pocket.

Kagome's strawberry hairclip finally fell to the ground - it bounced slightly at her feet, and she barely even noticed, her grip so tight on the railing her knuckles were white; Ayane's hair fell in her face, her camera downcast; Keiko let out a loud, choking sob that she attempted to cover with her hands; Kazuki stood abruptly from his seat, looking to the gymnasium.

And he was afraid to glance to Mayumi, though, standing there frozen, he felt her hand suddenly reach for his instead of Suisen's. It barely lasted a moment, for, as the team lined up below them, Mayumi rose her hands to clap, and, Yoshiki, jolted awake, did the same; Suisen hauled herself up and clapped with quiet sniffles. Mayumi opened her mouth after a moment and called down, _"You did a great job, guys," _and Suisen attempted to do the same, though the best she could manage was a large grin.

"Are you alright?" Yoshiki asked, and Mayumi gave a slow nod.

"I'm perfectly fine, Yoshiki. My concern would be for the boys," she said, and the boy hesitated, looking away with both an ashamed and bashful look.

"Yeah... You're right," he muttered to her, however, after a moment, her hand found his again.

"Let's go gather the club. I'm not going to make them stay while the boys have their meeting," she said, and he gave a slow nod as she began to walk, calling over her shoulder for Suisen.

* * *

><p>Mayumi was just a few steps behind Sugawara, her sigh audible and echoing its way into the gym.<p>

_"You guys really don't have to run everywhere, you know that, right?" _she said, however she paused in the doorway, glancing over her shoulder and giving a whine. "That doesn't mean you can walk at turtle-speed, though, Yoshiki!"

Suisen breezed in beside her, laughing. "You'd think all those days of making him run everywhere with me, he'd move a little faster!" she remarked, and, from behind them, there was a yelp as several envelopes fluttered out of his grip.

_"Maybe if you guys hadn't of made me carry everything!" _he cried, and Mayumi rolled her eyes, turning back to the gymnasium, grinning at them as she walked in. She closed the door on Yoshiki and he gave an aggravated scream from the other side until she finally slid it back open for him. He was holding a tray, clutching envelopes underneath his arms.

"Hi, boys!" she said, waving at them. They were truly shocked of her recent change-of-attitude, though none had yet to confront her on it. "So! Suisen and I had made a surprise for all of you guys the other day, but, after the match, we kind of forgot, and they got stale." she said, walking as she spoke, weaving her way through the volleyball team. "No big deal! We just remade them."

"She says no big deal," Suisen said to Yoshiki, crossing her arms over her chest, "But when she had to frost all of those volleyballs again, she kind of had a breakdown and locked herself in the bathroom for half an hour."

"You know, I don't really even know if you guys can eat these, since you're athletes and whatever," she shrugged, and stopped in front of them, smiling, "But, either way, I have no issue eating them all myself. Yoshiki!" she called, glancing over to her Vice President; he walked stiffly over, making sure his hold on the envelopes stayed tight. She pulled off the foil from the tray and turned back with a laugh that was just a tiny bit shaky. She'd been worried the frosting would be messed up with Yoshiki's walking with the foil on, and she hadn't wanted to punch him in front of everyone, though the volleyball designs had stayed in place on the sugar cookies. "Suisen baked, and I frosted! Do you guys know how hard it is to make a volleyball out of frosting?"

Suisen jumped forward, taking the tray from Yoshiki, and he breathed a thank you, reaching for the envelopes. "They're made with love, boys! And who cares if you're athletes?! Live a little!" she said, holding the tray out to them, and Tanaka and Nishinoya plowed through Sugawara and Daichi and shoved Hinata out of the way to get to her first.

"Suisen-chan's baking is the best!" said Tanaka, reaching for the tray, and she laughed, pulling it away and swatting at his hands, looking back at Yoshiki and calling for the napkins - he grumbled something, though still removed his bag and pulled out the package of napkins, bringing them to her.

"Do you want to know the secret?" she asked, and waited several beats to answer. "Love!" she said with a wink, "I already told you guys that! I mix it by hand, not by using a machine." she said, taking a napkin from Yoshiki. "It makes them more special! Here, Tanaka," she said, handing a cookie to Tanaka before taking another napkin and giving one to Nishinoya. "This really isn't that hard to hold a tray with one hand, Yoshiki, I don't see what you're problem was." she said to him, and he had to take several deep breaths and count to ten once to avoid throwing the napkins in her face.

"The volleyballs look so nice, Mayumi-chan!" Nishinoya said through a mouthful of crumbs, and Mayumi grinned, clapping her hands together.

"Do they?! Thanks!" she said, taking the napkins from Yoshiki and helping Suisen hand out cookies. "We've got another surprise for you, boys! Yoshiki?" she said, though he was already at her side, holding the envelopes up in the air. "I printed off some more pictures for you guys! I don't know, maybe you already have enough from last time, but I thought you'd like to see what we took at the matches from the past few days. They're not just my pictures, either! I took them off everybody's camera. If you want to know who took what, I wrote their names on the back of the picture!"

She plucked an envelope from Yoshiki's hands. "Daichi, if you don't mind, you're first!" she called, and he laughed as he walked towards her.

"You don't have to do this, Mayumi-chan," he said to her as he took the envelope, and she smiled up at him, shrugging her shoulders.

"You're right, I don't," she said, passing him a cookie wrapped in a napkin, "But I sold my soul to this volleyball team the moment my mom and I moved into the house next to Suga's."

"Well, if it means anything, I'm glad for that," he said, smiling back at her, and she shook her head, turning away from him.

"So am I," she said regardless, and nudged him briefly with her elbow before she held out another cookie. "Tsukki, seriously, what're you doing?! Your legs are long, you could walk over here in one stride! Stop being so shy and come get a cookie."

"Ahh, we've got an envelope for you, too!" called Suisen, turning toward Yoshiki, who searched for his name before passing it to her. She waved it in the air - the tray wobbled just barely and Yoshiki swore his heart stopped. "This is a secret, just between me and you, but most of your pictures were taken by Kagome-chan!"

Hinata sputtered from beside her, and she grinned as Tsukishima stalked over and tugged the envelope from her hands.

"You two are little monsters," he said to them, and Suisen shrugged while Mayumi jabbed the cookie towards him.

"I do believe that nickname was taken from Tanaka-san!" she said, and he swiped the cookie away from her, wiping at the green frosting from his uniform.

"Does everybody have a cookie?!" called Suisen, and she grinned at everybody, placing the foil back over what was left. She leaned into Kiyoko, and whispered, "Don't worry, we made you a baggy already with extra!" that made both girls laugh.

"This is amazing, Mayumi," said Sugawara from beside her, and she waved that off.

"Why do you guys keep acting like it's a big deal? Suisen likes baking," she said, glancing down to her cookie in her hands. She broke off a piece, biting off the top with frosting.

"Everybody looks happy," he said, and she rolled her eyes as she placed the left over, frostless cookie into her mouth.

"What can I say? I learned from the best," she spoke with her mouth full, swaying to the side and nudging her hip with Sugawara's.

He smiled down at her, taking a bite of his cookie before looking away.

_"Shoyo, look at how cool the frosting made my tongue look!"_

_"Uwahhhh, Nishinoya-senpai, that looks amazing!"_

"... I'm glad they look happy." she finally muttered, and Sugawara was so shocked he wheeled towards her, though she simply looked away, biting down onto her cookie, and he couldn't help the flush that came to his cheeks and the flash that came to his eyes.

Perhaps the most shocking note of her change-of-attitude was when Ukai walked in, and she rose the tray of cookies from her seat on the floor, and called,

_"Hey, old man, we saved you one."_

* * *

><p>When the boys of the Karasuno Volleyball Team walked into the Hayashi Memorial Museum, their eyes were all drawn to the front desk at the tinkling laughter that sounded. There stood a woman with curly red hair that looked so like Mayumi that everyone paused, wondering when and why Mayumi decided to cut her hair shoulder-length.<p>

The woman blinked, turning towards the door at hearing it close, and the boys all paused and swore that she was the cause of the angelic music that began to hum, and not the speakers above them. Her nose was just as button-like as Mayumi's, however her jawline was sharp and defined, and she wore enough powder that the freckles of her cheeks were covered.

"Oh - hello, Suga!" she said, and, from behind them, Hinata's mouth dropped as he made his way over to her, and they shook hands. "Thank you for checking in on Mayumi the past few days. I've had to work late, to make sure everything was alright for the gallery."

Sugawara laughed, shaking his head. "No, no, it's fine! I don't mind at all." he said, and she smiled with full red lips.

"Your answer doesn't surprise me in the slightest bit, Suga," she said, before turning away from him, looking over his shoulder at the other boys. "This much be the rest of the team! I've heard a lot about you, boys, and I'm very excited to finally see one of your matches when I get the chance. It's nice to meet everyone!" she said, and Tanaka and Nishinoya jumped forward, spouting, _"Hey, Mom!" _and she laughed, a high-pitched and light and fluffy sound so unlike Mayumi's cackles.

"Yes, yes! I'm Sayaka Hayashi, Mayumi's mom. But, please, don't bother with formalities, really! Call me Mom, I prefer it," she said, looking over each boy, her lips quirked up. "But, I guess you're here for one reason, aren't you? Daichi, why such a crowd? This gallery's nothing serious!" However, she glanced over her shoulder to wave at her worker at the front desk and began to walk.

Daichi moved to walk beside her. "We thought she deserved it," he said to her, and she glanced over to him, her brow furrowed together.

"Oh?" she inquired, and he laughed, shrugging his shoulders.

"Your daughter's just done a lot for the team, being on the yearbook and all." he told Sayaka, and she blinked at him before looking back.

"Is that so? That's nothing new, Daichi. Trust me, she takes the yearbook seriously," said the woman, laughing, and Daichi chuckled with her.

"She's just been good to the team, is all." he said, and she smiled.

"It's the perks of having her childhood friend on the team." she taunted, and he smiled, nodding his head, thinking how she'd told him she'd sold her soul.

* * *

><p>The reveal of their paintings to one another was what Yoshiki had been nervous about.<p>

He was sure she would laugh at him - laugh and point and call him a sap and a loser - and, therefore, when she stared up at the redheaded Joan of Arc, with her flag of Karasuno's emblem, and then turned to him and grinned so brightly he thought he would faint, he had no idea how to act.

"The background is what you finished the other night, right?" she asked, looking over the field of wild flowers, and, too stunned to speak, he slowly nodded his head.

"The detail on them is _gorgeous_, Yoshiki," she said, and he had to lean against the wall beside his painting for several moments before he regained himself.

"So... What's yours, Mayumi?" he asked, and she grinned, finally pulling away the cloth that hid her own, and he hesitated, pushing himself the wall.

All of her artwork had such a edge to it. Such a sharp appeal to it.

There was a boy, who he assumed was meant to be him, wearing a cardigan the color of oatmeal and a pair of red-framed, horn-rimmed glasses dangling from his neck, and, plastered over his own head was the image of a fox's, deep azure eyes framed in black.

"Well?" she asked him, "I took inspiration from someone else's work, but they're credited." she said, tapping the little plaque, where _Valeria Trasatti _and _Manuel Fazzini _was printed beneath the kanji of her own name. "I mean, this was just for fun, right? So why not?"

"The fox looks _real_," he finally said, and she grinned. While his was smooth and painstaking, hers was rough and painstaking, and, every time he saw it, he marveled, and it made him wonder if she did the same.

Kazuki showed up throughout the day - his own artwork had been featured in several galleries - and Keiko was not far behind him. Kagome, Ayane, and Suisen appeared as a group and walked through the whole gallery, leaving Mayumi and Yoshiki.

"Oh, Mayumi, you've got some company."

The two hesitated, looking away from each other as Sayaka floated into the room, and Mayumi cocked her head before she saw the first face. She broke into a large grin and laughed a little too loudly for the room, moving away from the paintings.

"What are you guys doing here?" she objected, looking over them, and she shook her head. "Why did everybody come? That's so unnecessary," she said, and, though her face was getting redder and redder, she gave a shaky laugh.

Hinata was glad that Sayaka had been leading them, because he was unsure if he would of even recognized Hayashi-senpai with her hair up in an intricate bun.

"No, no, it wasn't unnecessary." objected Daichi. Sugawara stepped forward, grinning down at her, and opened his mouth to speak, though there Nishinoya and Tanaka were, Hinata just several steps behind them.

"Let's see your painting, little demon!" said Tanaka, and, regardless of his words, they grinned at each other.

"Which one is it, Hayashi-senpai?!" asked Hinata, stepping towards her, and she laughed, pointing over to Yoshiki.

"Both of ours are over there by him. Just look at the names." she told them, and they raced over, Hinata giving a loud whoop at seeing them.

_"Be quiet!" _objected Kageyama, following after him however. Yoshiki attempted to settle them, and did not seem too disappointed when he was unable to.

"Seriously, Daichi," Mayumi said, looking away from them, "This was entirely unnecessary. What're you guys even doing here?"

Daichi shrugged, glancing over to his team, gathered around the two paintings. Hinata was listening with glittering eyes to Sugawara and Yoshiki, who both were giving small fun facts about the paintings; taller of the two boys seemed to find this a competition, while Sugawara was just enjoying the large grin on the younger boy's face.

"It seems," he said, turning back to her, "that I've also had to sell my soul to you and your art."

* * *

><p><strong>hahahahaha it's 6 A.M. and I've just finished this!<strong>

**I've been very excited to write this part ever since I started this fic, and I'm so glad that I finally could! I'm really happy with this chapter, even though my laptop kept lagging and I had to rewrite a very large portion of it, so, I hope you guys like it!**


End file.
